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SOMETHING HOT
IS GOMG OH BETM

MICHAEL JACKSON

WWTNEY HOUSTON.

No romantic scoop here.
We're talking about the man in the 

middle of America's # 1 radio count 
down show.

Shadoe Stevens.
He's our new host to the forty biggest 

names in pop and rock every week. The 
only person in radio to tell you who's 
climbing the Billboard Top 40 Charts. He'll 
bring you the inside stories about the stars 
and their music, and announce our famous
S ABC RAWO NETWORKS

AMERICAN
*TOP4Q*

Long Distance Dedications.
You know the show, American Top 40.
Plus you know Shadoe Stevens, and his 

powerful voice, from Hollywood Squares 
where he became known as 'America's 
heartthrob."

Now he's a star who knows the stars.
Listen to Shadoe on the radio every 

weekend as he counts down the biggest 
hits in the U.S.A. Because he's the best 
man between the record covers in radio.

Amcricatl Countdown Show
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Now Offering Shirts, Fine Sweaters, and Sweatshirts from

FROG

The Frog family of fine apparel is 
proud to announce tne 
introduction of the Frog 
Sweatshirt. The Frog comes in 
four sizes and is a legend for its 
softness, warmth, and style. And 
Frog Clothing continues to offer 
the Frog Polo Shirt and Fioy 
Sweaters. All Frog apparel sport

the distinctive symbol of the Frog 
Sine, a cfouWe-ampufee frog.

The unfortunate frog is your 
assurance that you have 
purchased the very finest. Wear 
your shirt or sweater with pride  
whether you have legs or not. 
Frog Sweaters and Shins are 
available only by mail. The price?

Sweaters are just $20.95 plus 
postage and handling. Po/o shirts 
are $14.95 plus postage and 
handling. Sweatshirts are $22.95 
plus postage and handling.

Order your sweater and/or shirt 
today and ensure yourself of the 
respect your taste and 
discernment deserve.

FROG
National Lampoon offers the most prestigious 
shirts, sweaters, and sweatshirts in America, 
and at a price prestigious people can afford.
Polo shirts available in; Sweaters available in:

Green Camel Blue

Please send me_National Lampoon 
Frog shirts at $14.95 each, plus 
$1.50 for postage and handling.
WHITE:

BLUE:
YELLOW:

GREEN:

GRAY:
CAMEL:

_small 

__small 

_small 

__smaH 

_small

_medium 

_medium 

_merfium

_medium 
_medium

Please send me.

 large

 .large 
_/arge
 large 

_/arge 

".:nnpooii
1'in-j Sweaters at $20.95 each, plus 
$2.00 for postage and handling.
CRAY: _small _medlum _largt>

BLACK: _sma'i _medium __large

CAMEL; _sitiall __msdium _large

BLUE: _small _medlum _large

Please send me_National Lampoon 
''iw, Sweatshirts at $22.95 each, plus 
$2. 00 for postage and handling. 
White only: __ sm__ med__ Ig__ x-(g

NAMf__________________________ 

ADDRESS________________________ 

CiJY_________STATE. _._ ZIP_________ 

I enctose S____to:
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S ummer sex. 
It's almost redundant, isn't it? 
The two go together like teeth and 

gums, lard and bacon, hair and mousse, 
trains and tunnels.

Why is this so?
Is it because mosquito venom is actually 

a wildly powerful aphrodisiac, the only 
love potion stronger being mosquito repel 
lent? Or because the relentless, pulsing 
rhythm of ceiling and window fans is con 
gruous with the driving trochaic pentame 
ter that charges the torrid prose of Harold 
Bobbins?

Or is it perhaps because summer is when 
Dave Berg traditionally does h-is "The 
Lighter Side of Sex" article and his incredi 
bly erotic illustrations pervade our endo 
crine highways in ways we have no control 
over?

Is it because women find it irresistibly 
virile when their partners work up a thick, 
gummy glaze like a humid turpentine on 
their backs during sweaty summer inter 
course, a goo that resembles beef bouillon 
in fragrance and rubber cement in texture?

Or is it apres-beach sex that's so appeal 
ing genitals, fluffy with desire, doing 
love's torrid tango, grinding together as 
one, the male one doing its best to dodge 
the painful grains of sand which harass the 
consummation the way ants harass picnics?

Probably the best way to get your an 
swers is to read our Summer Sex "sexion" 
(in case you were wondering, we're not 
doing theme issues anymore, just theme 
sections [this month's theme section is 
Summer Sex, in case you're like that guy 
who was on TV who loses his memory 
every three minutes]). Anyway, here arc 
just a few of the precious collectibles in the 
issue currently in your lap:

The Revenge of Debbi Rabas, who has 
the title "editorial assistant" but who actu 
ally has more jobs than Bo Jackson and 
wears more hats than a stadium full of 
Siamese sextuplcts. She manages to; be 
Ratso's Gal Monday-to-Friday; return the 
unsolicited manuscripts, cartoons, and 
phone calls; answer questions and research 
things no one else can or will; arrange 
every shoot in the magazine, right down to

finding bizarre locations, buying or renting 
absurd props, and buying or renting absurd 
bimbos; and write the occasional article for 
us, including the last two Cover Notes, for 
which she received no credit. (Notice that 
this month's Cover Note is written by 
Ratso, and he'll probably get his credit on a 
neon gatefold. Speaking of which, Art 
Department, if you could put a small photo 
of me, just a quarter page or so, next to my 
signature, I'd be mooey bucno.) Anyway, 
back to Debbi: she's a regular normal girl, 
and the poor thing has to spend probably 
three days a month auditioning models 
whom God has styled into editions of wom 
anhood which will visually slake Ratso's 
odd and morose thirsts. So in this issue, 
after seemingly endless instances of her 
having to deal with cupcake women and 
always having her requests for beefcake put 
on hold, Ratso has let her have her way. See 
Debbi, in all her glory, gamboling about the 
office with pec-flexing hunks, and, like us, 
writing an article around it so that the gra- 
tuitousness appears contextual.

continued on page 8
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".. .An idealistic artist whose instincts
led him to admire Walt Kelly as much as

Caravaggib [becomes] a prematurely
cynical and, not coincidentally,
definitive commentator on '60s

counfercu/fure, 70s sell-absorption,
and '80s aimlessness.. -For the roots of
that radicalism, THE COMPLETE CRUMB

COMICS is an indispensable and
beautifully executed effort."
—Ken Tucker, LA. Weekly

"No one's library can be without it." 
—Alan Moore

ma&m
/OLUME ONE

A unique chance to see the 
development of one of the greatest 
cartoonists of all time, with 127 
pages of art from Crumb's earliest 
surviving sketchbooks, including 90 
pages never beforfe reprinted. The 
origins of Fritz the Cat, a brand 
new cover by Crumb, and a 
fascinating in-depth introduction by 
Marty Pahls.

         TWO
A never before seen, 40-page Fritz 
the Cat story, the most complete 
collection of his "Roberta Smith, 
Office Girl" strips ever, a 16-page 
color section, and the long 
out-of-print ft. Crumb's Comics 
and Stories (the notorious Fritz 
incest story). Plus another new 
cover and biographical introduc 
tion.

VOLUME THRE_
The Comp/ete Crumb gets serious, 
with the Fritz stories that made 
Crumb famous, ultra-rare advertis 
ing art from Topps, over 30 greeting 
cards from American Greetings, 
never before reprinted articles from 
Help! and Yell, a 16-page color 
section, and four pages of an 
unfinished Fritz the Cat strip never 
before published anywhere!

MSANE'

Send me the following volumes of Complete Crumb Comics:
LJ Complete Crumb Comics One (soflcover) for 513,00
m Complete Crumb Comics One (hardcover, signed and numbered) for $30.00
Li Complete Crumb Comics Two (soflcover) for 315.00
C Complete Crumb Comics Two (hardcover, unsigned) for S35.00
D Compiefe Crumb Comics Two (hardcover, signed) for S45.00
D Complete Crumb Comics Three (softcover) for S15.00
Q Complele Crumb Comics Three (hardcover, unsigned} for S35.00
D Complete Crumb Comics Three (hardcover, signed) for S45.00

AVAILABLE IN JUNE 1989: CRUMB COMICS FOUR (THE EARLY ZAP YEARS)
El Complete Crumb Comics Four (softcover) for S17.00
1 Complete Crumb Comics four (hardcover, unsigned) for S35.00
I] Comp/ete Crumb Comics Four (hardcover, signed) for S50.00

AH artwork '  1988 H. Crumb

Send to: NATIONAL LAMPOON, DEPT. 6/89,155 Avenue of the 
American, New York, NY 10003, Please add S1.00 postage and 
handling for every softcover volume, or S2.00 postage and hand 
ling for every hardcover volume, Please allow 6 to 8 weeks for 
delivery.
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Editorial
continued from page 6

Also: a nice piece of sexy and summerly 
riction by our favorite Kansan, Mark 
Walters, and niellifluously illustrated by 
jainter Barry Jackson.

And: the Evil Clown has emerged from 
ais hole once again, his nostrils flared with 
noxious gases and toxic hair growth, to 
transform the Hamptons from a mecca of 
leisure and serenity into a hellpit of terror, 
degradation, abasement, and sin. It's great 
fun, and it's on page 35.

You want sex, you say, pure, unabashed 
sex? Well, we got it. Maybe not like Pent 
house, but al least we admit we write our 
own letters.

For unabashed visual sex, see:
  the Surprise Poster, believed to have 

been harvested from the gamy orchard of 
Andy's brain;

  the lavishly illustrated spread on Mor- 
ty's Summer Garage Sale, featuring three 
trouser-taxing tomatoes; and

  Sons-of-the-Beaches, an explicit and 
uncensored cartoon spread by Charles 
Rodrigues.

For instructions on how to conjure your 
own hot summer high jinks, see:

  Gilbert Gottfried s Guide on How to 
Pick Up Girls While You're Being Cruci 
fied. This foolproof fotorama will help 
even the shyest and least savory males 
become monster hits with the ladies, pro 
viding they're nailed to a cross. Just follow

• Gilbert's proven techniques; you won't
  even need a gold-sequined tux like the one 
; Gilbert is wearing (another Debbi acquisi- 
I tion), though many ladies are known to love :
  that Vegas look and feel.
    Gerry Sussman's Guide to the Hot 
; Summer Sex Spots, which gives you 
I pointers on where to go if you want this
  summer to be your most action-bloated 
; ever. (Get your passport ready; my per- 
; sonal favorite is Yugoslavia, unless Gerry 
I made it up.)
"   If, after these indispensable guides, 
; you still aren't up to your elbows in the 
; fairer sex, turn to Dave Wielgus's Wang
• Beat, which gives you helpful hints on how
  to make your time alone most special and 
; memorable.
; As for nonsexual fun activities that sig- 
I nal the onset of summer, see Gerry Suss-
  man's Baseball Abstract. Inspired by the 
; craft of analist extraordinaire Bill James, 
; Gerry digs through the numbers to reveal 
' some very real  and very telling  infor-
  mation on players you wouldn't imagine 
; led that kind of life (you thought only Wade 
; Boggsdid). 
I Something for everyone: if eating's your
  bag, check out veteran gourmand Kenneth 
; Kosek's definitive Chinese menu. Kenneth, 
; who plays a wicked fiddle for the band the 
'• Willies, among others, when he's not pack- 
| ing down the chop suey, understandably 
; wanted to put in for al! the food and exotic 
; drinks he put away researching the article,
• but petty cash already went Chapter 11 on 
; meal money this month, what with Ratso

'5,

"Ingemar has always inarched to the beat of a different drummer."

supervising four day-long photo shoots.
If it's religion you like, or don't, see Ron 

Barren's agglomeration of nonsecular 
saints;

If it's wickedly rendered mischief you 
like, read B. K. Tayloron page 79;

If it's tradition you hunger for, turn to our 
Twentieth Anniversary Greatest Hit on 
page 92;

If it's truth you hanker for, check out 
True Facts and True Facts Reporter, espe 
cially the interview with the mattress sales 
man.

Also have a look-see at page 30: this is 
the first of a series, commencing this 
month, in which we will present a one-page 
piece of fiction. The inaugural column was 
crafted by longtime NatLamp contributor 
and West Coast comedian Ed Bluestone.

If what you crave is miscreant-teen ac 
tivity, ranging from reckless driving to 
gluttonous consumption to gratuitous 
vandalism to the gleeful sullying of hal- 

, lowed traditions, take a look al the article 
starting on page 72 by Sam Johnson and 

, Chris Marcil. It's about a sometimes free- 
; spirited, sometimes Unbalanced, always 
! makes-you-think-twice-before-you'd- 
: have-you L'-own group of teens whose skulls 
; don't fit quite right, as reported by the soci- 
; oiogically minded pen of lissome academic 
! Beryl Swceney. Johnson and Marcil are 
; fresh off a four-page piece in The New 
\ Yorker, but judging by this article they're 
! very comfortable in less staid circum- 
'• stances.
; And how could I close without mcntion- 
; ing the hauntingly beautiful editorial? If 
; you're coming in on the tail end of it here, 
• don't be intimidated or lazy  go on, turn 
; back to page 6 and read the whole thing. Go 
; on, do it! It's really good!
; -D.H.

; Cover: This month's cover was shot by one 
; of our favorite photographers, John Duke 
I "I Gotta Wait For My Sun, Man" Kisch. It
  was shot on location in Fort Lauderdale at 
; the world-famous Candy Store, owned and 
I operated by one of the true great Florida 
'• characters, Bobby Van. Bobby and his
  entire staff, especially Cindy. Bonnie, and 
; Tami Beth, were mosl helpful in making 
'. this madness happen, and we here at the
  National Lampoon strongly urge you to 
; visii the Candy Store, either at Fort 
; Lauderdale, Hunter Mountain, New York, 
\ or at their brand-new branch on the beach
  at Daytona.
; Of course, we wouldn't have had a cover 
t (or at least this cover) without a model. We 
I spent a good many hours scouring the top-
  less bars of Lauderdale for a cover girl. In 
; fact, we even hired one, a certain Dr. 
; Lipps, who plies her trade at the Booby
  Trap. Lipps was all over us, begging to be
  hired. She had a perfect ass, she told us in 
; fact, she even liked to "take it up there," 
; and she even had experience as an actress in
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X-rated films and this would be a chance ; 
for her to go legitimate on the cover of ii ; 
national magazine. Well, Friday night's ! 
promises turned sour in the harsh Satur- '• 
day-afternoon sunlight. Dr. Lipps was ; 
nowhere to be found. She didn't answer 3 
repeated phone calls to her home. In fact, '. 
she wasn't even home to answer the frantit « 
pounding of a Booby Trap security man ; 
whom we dispatched to her door. But, hap" ; 
pily, we had had the foresight to select a ! 
backup (literally speaking) in case Dr.   
Lipps turned out to be a little less than reli- ; 
able. Enter Heather, a stunner (aren't they ; 
all?) who works for Bobby at the Candy '. 
Store. Heather was more than willing to | 
doff her bikini and paste on her pasties ; 
and face hundreds of screaming maniacs ! 
while precariously perched on a diving ! 
board, and for that, she has our unyielding ; 
admiration. ;

Ah, the maniacs. Debbi, our wonderful ! 
editorial assistant, promised us that we ! 
would have models to fill the pool. She had ; 
cut a deal with some fraternity at the Uni- ; 
versity of Miami and they were coming up ! 
1-95 en masse to be on the cover of the ! 
National Lampoon. Well, they did. Charlie j 
Kingcry somehow managed to fuck, suck, ; 
or cajole a hundred screaming fellow broth- I 
ers from Sigma Alpha Epsilon into doing 
the shoot. They came, they got bombed, 
they chanted "Take off your top," they 
threw each other into the pool, they waited 
for the right sun, they crossed the highway 
to do more shots on the beach (see photo), 
and, at the end of the day, they were 
rewarded with spanking-clean NatLamp 
T-shirts. Our kind of models.

Besides the cover, thanks to Caroline 
Hirsch of Caroline's at the Seaport for 
again letting us crucify Gilbert in her 
swank comedy establishment. Maybe she 
should rename it Caroline's at Calvary.

Come visit our Tennessee distillery one of these days. Our guides would love to show you around.

VISIT JACK DANIEL'S DISTILLERY and 
you'll meet a man who walks backwards and 
talks frontwards.
We have several gentlemen (like William Grogan 
here) who will take you down a tree-lined lane 
Jack Daniel himself once trod...past a Tennessee 
cave where ironfree water flows...and 
up to a room where every drop of our 
whiskey is trickled through room-high 
vats of hard maple charcoal. Few can 
top Mr. Grogan at talking about these 
things. And with all the practice he 
gets, there aren't many who can 
top him at backing up.

SMOOTH SIPPIN 1 
TENNESSEE WHISKEY

Tennessee Whiskey   4043% alcohol by volume (80-86 proof)   Distilled and Bottled by 
Jack Daniel Distillery, Lem Motlow. Proprietor, Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop 361), Tennessee 37352
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Sirs:
Don'l make the mistake I did. I wanted to 

give my girlfriend some chocolates, so I 
bought her a Charles Whitman sampler. 
Soon as she opens the box   boom! it blows 
her head clean off. Destroyed the mood 
completely.

Robby Bcnson 
Hollywood, Calif.

Sirs:
HA! Made vou look!

John 3:16 
The Mocking liihle

Sirs:
So. do you come to the Lord often? 

What's your sect? Is that a vial of holy 
water in your pocket or are you just happy 
to see me?

Clyde "Smooth" Wilkes 
The Singles Church

Sirs:
Jesus, that little bastard smells. No won 

der they call him Pooh Bear.
Christopher Robin 

Candy/and

Sirs:
Sorry. I never thought of Howie Mandel. 

I take the whole thing back.
Charles Darwin 

H.M.S. Beagle

Sirs:
Tonight! Beer stains! Fingerprints! Snot! 

Pastel designs! And much, much more!
USA Today: 

The Cocktail Napkin

Sirs:
I proudly introduce my new fragrance, 

Cher. capturing the essence, the playful 
ness, the coy ambition of a used condom 
dropped on the floor of a '76 Trans Am.

Cher 
On her knees somewhere in Jersey

Sirs:
Do you want to know why you 're not get 

ting rid of us? Get with the times, people. 
Roach Motels arc out. The hoi thing these 
days is Roach Bed and Breakfasts.

The Cockroaches 
In vour kitchen

Sirs: 
They snored.

Lizzie Burden 
Fall River, Mass.

Sirs:
I ripped the tag off a mattress once. Now 

I'm in prison. Sure. I may have done other 
stuff too. bin don'l try to tell me (here's no 
connection.

Charles Manson 
Locked up forever

Sirs:
All I meant to spray on the walls was 

"Claplon Is Good."I apologize for any anx 
iety I might have caused you, Mr. Clapton. 

Some English Graffiti Artist 
Some English location

Sirs:
The door is not a door. The door is ajar. 

The door is not a door. The door is ajar. Get 
it? Get it?

Annoying Electronic Voice 
Your new car

Sirs:
You all probably think I'm a pain in the 

neck, bul hear me out:
Boxes of cereal, jars of peanut butter, 

cic., should change their little message 
from "U.sc before July '90" to the more 
informative "Will be pretty damn disgust 
ing by July "90."

So whfluloyoii think? Arc you with me?
Ralph Nader

Meaning wet!

Sirs:
Our sides are still aching. We spent the 

afternoon shopping at Wal-Mart and saw 
about a hundred fat, ugly liltle kids scream 
ing and rinsing fusses, some rolling around 
on the floor and attracting a lot of attention, 
some balling up their red. chubby lists and 
swinging at their startled parents, some jus! 
shouting obscenities. Man. talk about con 
fronting the taboo and loving it. we never 
laughed so hard in our lives. These kids are 
comic geniuses.

Ted and Myrtle Stump
Co-Presidents

Sum Kini.son Fan Club

Sirs: 
Just say no, thank you.

Miss Manners 
Crackow, N.Y.

Sirs:
If Kitty were raped and killed. I'd.. .I'd 

tear the guy apart limb from limb! That's 
what I should have said. No. I'd kick some 
ass! Thai's it. That's what I'd do. Wait. I'd 
string him up by the balls! Yeah! No. wait. 
I'd...

Michael Dukakis
Still reassessing his
campaign strategy

continued on page 12
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Letters
continued from page 10

Sirs:
The wonder of the human comedy!... 

The fear and pity of the tragic hero! ... Oh, 
look at how he does that!,.. Bravo! ,.. 
Bravissimo!... Yea, verily,

Two Pockmarks
Conversing As They Sit on

F. Murray Abraham's Cheek

Sirs:
"I'm telling you, she won't keep it off! 

Not in a million years can a gal with that 
kind of a... kind of a... uh..."

"Carriage?"
"No."
"Build?"
"No."

"Metabolism?"
"No, no..."
"Genetically high buttocks, big, overde 

veloped thighs, and lack of buoyancy?"
"YES! YES, THAT'S IT! This gal is 

built to do field work!!! I'll lay you seven 
to one she's the size of a Fleetwood 
Brougham by April."

Jimmy "The Greek" & Al Campanis
Overheard in limbo discussing

Oprah Winfrey

Sirs:
Have you ever seen the film Alien1? Did 

you ever wonder how the creature got 
inside the humans to begin with? I mean, if 
it got to burst forth out of somebody's ster 
num, it must have found a pretty sneaky 
way to get in there ... mustn't it?

A Long, Red Tube of Surimi,
That Fake Crabmeat Stuff That

Nobody Seems to Know the Origin
of, Lying in a Seafood Salad

In a Perfect World...
.,. Yoko would hove jumped in front of John.

... a kernel of Paul Newman popcorn would somehow actually look like Paul Newman.

... the f luorocarbons trapped in the atmosphere would escape by going out through the 
hole in the ozone layer.

... somebody would wipe that smirk off Patrick Swoyze's face. 

... you would too be able to dry off your cat in the microwave.

... the fearless secret army of Islam would not rest until it had written the name of Allah the 
Almighty on the ground with the blood of the Dick Van Patten family.

,.. the official state motto of New York would be "Look Outl Look Out, It's Ed Kochi" 

... Richard would have been the Carpenter who always felt "a little too chunky."

... the pope would end all encyclicals with "I don't know.... At least, that's the way it 
seems to me."

... something would be very, very wrong with the brakes on Dan Quayle's car. 

... Stephen Hawking would figure out a way to get his mojo workin' again. 

... a woman would laugh appreciatively when a guy farted to make a point.

... the magnitude of Donald Trump's fortune would be in inverse proportion to the size of 
his dick.

Richard Boler

Sirs:
Oh CHRIST! What are you doing to me? 

HANH?!?Oh Jeez, oh Christ! Stop! Will ya 
stop! Wiil ya just stop it for five fuckin' 
minutes! Will ya? HANH?!?

Buddy Hackett's Anus 
At the end of another hard day

Sirs:
Ms. Pac-Man? She's not much to look at, 

but any girl that pulls herself around by her 
lips can't be all bad.

Donkey Kong
Nintendo, Japan

continued on page 17

ERRATUM
Jesus! You make one stinkin' mistake!!!
It seems last issue (April) we left out a simple caption on page 43. Without the type, the "Michael Dukakis School of Acting" bit 

was fairly incomprehensible. The story we heard was, the guy with the caption got hit by a truck, and the type just never made 
it to the printer. Either that or one of us fucked up.

Anyway, here's what you do. Cut out the block of type below, paste it to April's victimized article in the appropriate position 
(you'll know it when you see it there's a gaping hole where a caption ought to be), and laugh!

FROM THE MICHAEL DUKAKISx •*
1

OKAY, BABE,
YOU'RE FEEL
ING IT, BABE,

YOU JUST WON
THE LOTTERY 1

j/^-

^
OKAY, BABE,
IT'S A TELE

GRAM, YOUR
PARENTS ARE

DEAD.

~-~~.

OKAY, BABE,
IT'S RIGHT OFF

THE RADIO.
MOSCOW 13

BOMBING AND
THE BOMB IS

DOMING RIGHT
FOR YOU!

SCHCM

HEY, GET YOUR
HAND OFF THAT

CHILD'S LAP!

3LOF

BABE, YOU GOT 
NOMINATED

FOR AN ACAD
EMY AWARD!

FEEL IT, BABE,
GO WITH IT.

GROOVE WITH
IT)

ACT1N
OKAY, BABE, 
LET'S GO FOR 

IT. WE JUST 
MET TODAY, 

I'M YOUR
DREAM HUMP.
AND I'M GONNA

•GIVE YOU ORAL
SEX TILL MY

TONGUE FALLS
OFF.

G...

BAD NEWS,
BABE. I'M

PREGNANT,
AND YOU'RE
THE FATHER.

BAD NEWS.
BABE. YOUR

HOUSE BURNED
TO THE

GROUND.

OH MY GOD.
THERE'S A SER
PENT GROWING
OUTOFYOUR

EYEBALL!!!
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TRY NEW JOB FRENCH LIGHT™ CIGARETTE PAPERS,
A CUT ABOVE THE REST!

Savor premium quality and true French tradition 
with new JOB French Lights. Thin, light and 
smooth-burning, the exclusive French Light  gives 
you the finest in tobacco smoking pleasure.

So elegant and fine in the popular 1 and 1/4 size, 
French Lights now come to you backed by 150 years 
of French heritage and experience.

Try them for a world-class smoke!

...SINCE 1838
ROLL WITH THE BEST!™
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WHAT I DID TODAY
by Vice President J. Danforth Quayle

O kay, let me get this straight. Abortion 
is when they kill the kid, right? Is that 

a nod "yes" or a nod "no"? Nod "yes." Then 
I'm right. Good. I ask because 1 was having 
this argument with Timmy Miller, my 
paperboy. He said it wasn't, 1 said it was. So 
we argued and it went a little something 
like this:

"Is!"
"Isn't!"
"Is!"
"Isn't!"
"Is!"
"Isn't!"
"Is!"
"Isn't!"
"Is!"
"Isn't!"

This lasted up until Marilyn called me 
back into the house for lunch, three hours 
later. But before we parted, we did a pinkie 
bet, and I guess I won. Unfortunately, I 
won't collect anything, because I acciden 
tally broke his finger while making the bet, 
so I might even get sued. But al least now I 
definitely know what abortion is and that's

important, because Vice President Bush 
put me in charge of abortions. (Did I say 
Vice President Bush? Whoops. Is i( me, or 
do you also find it tough to call him "Presi 
dent"?)

Anyway, now I'm Mr. Abortion. While 
I'm very excited, I must admit I'm a little 
nervous as well. I've never really been in 
charge of anything before. Oh sure, there 
was the time Marilyn went off on one of her 
church functions to lead a South African 
raiding party into Mozambique and left me 
in charge of the kids. I handled the situa 
tion efficiently. On arriving back home, she 
declared that, since only one child was 
missing, I had served my term admirably.

I was also in charge of the office Christ 
mas tree. But that doesn't count, because 
halfway through my tenure as the Christ 
mas-tree czar, one of my secretaries 
orchestrated a coup and deposed me.

While I admit that I was a taskmaster and 
demanded complete allegiance, locking me 
up in my office for four hours while the 
Christmas party was in full swing was too 
much. 1 only had a few simple rules. Those

"What if I was to give you a choice, Helen... .1 can say I'm sorry for 
being insensitive to your needs and not taking your feelings about our 
relationship seriously, whereupon we make up and possibly even conclude 
the discussion with lovemaking. ..or I could just take a .357 magnum and 
paint the wall with your spoiled-little-white-bitch brains. "

  rules were:
; RULE # 1: One strand of tinsel on each 
I branch. NO CLUMPS! I grew up in a fam- 
T ily of single tinselcrs, and the clump philos- 
; ophy of tinsel disturbs me. When I was 
; growing up, our next-door neighbors, the 
I Johnsons, were notorious dumpers, and 
' every year they had the ugliest tree in the
  neighborhood. It was so ugly we used to 
; throw rocks through their windows and 
'. draw swastikas on their front door. Every
• now and then when I run into the Johnsons,
  I still find myself turning my head. 
; RULE #2:, Care must be exercised 
! regarding the back as well as the front of 
'• the tree. While the front of the tree is most 
; visible, the back of the tree must not be 
I overlooked, and extra care should be taken 
'. in placing ornaments there. People always
  say, "Oh, no one sees that part of the tree." 
; But the back is the first place I always look. 
I I'm a proponent of the surprise theory in 
I Christmas-tree decorations, first put forth 
| in that Christmas classic Your Christmas 
; Tree by Mrs. Allison Janney (Tiny Tim 
I Publishing, 1953). In it she said, "The 
! delight of Christmas is the surprise ele-
  ment." I love inspecting a Christmas tree 
; and discovering a lovely surprise I had not 
I expected. A trinket here, an ornament 
I there. It gives Christmas a whole new 
; meaning and always makes me wish I 
; hadn't forgotten to buy my family presents. 
I RULE #3: Intricate ornaments go on the
• outside of the tree. This is so they can be
  admired. This is a universal truth in Christ- 
; mas-tree decorating. But you'd be sur- 
I prised how many people violate this simple
  rule.
  Anyway, I suppose I was just a little too 
; insistent on imposing these simple Christ- 
I mas rules, because push came to shove and
  I ended up locked in the closet for four 
; hours.
; The topic of Christmas naturally leads 
'. me back to the main theme of my column, 
| abortion. My thinking on the matter is, the 
; insides of a woman's body should not be 
; played around with. Not only are a wom- 
t an's insides sacred, they are also really
  mushy and wet and disgusting. Instead of 
; gynecologists, women should make ap- 
; pointments with maids to get their nick- 
I nick mopped down.
  To make sure the rights of the unborn are 
; protected, I'd be willing to employ extreme 
I measures, such as ordering members of the
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4Sen "T^E pERfecT SIZE"

Armed Forces to guard every pregnant 
female vagina. Everywhere that vagina 
went, the guard would have to follow. If for 
some reason the guard were to lose visual 
contact with the vagina, on its return, the 
vagina would have to check back in.

An idea that Senator Orrin Hatch of Utah 
has been pushing would require the patient 
to eat the aborted fetus. His argument is, 
how many people do you think arc going to 
want to have ati abortion if they know they 
will have to eat the fetus afterward? Not too 
many, I bet. I wonder what a fetus would 
taste like. Senator Hatch claims it tastes 
like undercooked chicken.

I've always advocated punishing the 
doctor who performs the abortion. 1 sug 
gest we stick the doctor's nose into a vagina 
and yell "BAD BOY!! BAD BOY!!" The 
Quayle family has had great success using 
this method after one of the Quaylc dogs 
forgot there was a difference between 
green carpeting and green grass. I see no 
reason why a doctor shouldn't learn the 
same lesson.

In conclusion, the womb is a temple. A 
dark, dank, moist shrine to humanity. 
Everyone's first home. A studio apartment 
when rents were still affordable.

But as far as I'm concerned, once the lit 
tle creep is out of the womb, it's every man 
for himself.  

"Great Scott, it's Colonel Mustard in the library with the candlestick!"
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WAR 
STORIES

E ven though I only have to produce six 
of these goddamn columns a year, 

every time my deadline comes up I suffer 
from a real bad case of the anxiety-ridden, 
writers-blocked, brain-empty blues.

1 should probably give you. the reader, a 
little background information. You see. I 
don't think of myself as a writer. Many of 
you who have read my past columns possi 
bly share this sentiment. I found myself in 
the humor business about nine years ago 
through a combination of nepotism and

lack of direction in my life. If you've ever 
perused the masthead you may have 
noticed the repetition of a certain surname. 
A few years ago I began writing this 
column. I wrote what I knew about: booze, 
broads, bohemians. bacchanalia. and 
booze, booze, booze. Hell, whai 1 really am 
is a tormented and tortured. Jewish, honky- 
tonk country singer from New York City. 
After years of touring roadside dives in 
forty states I found in this column an outlet 
for any pie-eyed insight I might have gath 
ered. If I could only remember half the shit 
I did, the column would be three times as 
long.

So once again it's deadline time and 
Ratso and Diane and all the other banes of 
my existence as a so-called writer are tor 
turing me to produce. So here it is. my 
beloved coworkers: War Stories '89, 
Installment Numero Dos.

Well, let's see... what's new? Did you 
know thai I had the worst case of flu I've 
ever had for the entire month of January? 
Do you care? It's not fair lha! the Good 
Lord gives us diseases that make you feel 
like you're dying but doesn't deliver the 
fatal blow to pui you out of your misery. My 
doctor prescribed Hycodan. a particularly 
potent cough remedy that contains 
codeine. I expected to have opiate-inspired 
dreams of pleasure; instead 1 had night 
mares worthy of the Hallowccn movie on 
Cinemax. My favorite nightmare had me 
forcibly deiained in a substance-abuse 
rehabilitation center run by Roy Rogers and 
Dale Evans. This dreamed rehab was 
located in the Grand Canyon so that Roy

1

NO SHOES 

NO SHIRT 

NO SALVATION

— >- k

'. and Dale could address all the hundreds of
  thousands of addicts, reprobates, and born- 
; again Christian youth thai were saved by 
; Roy, Dale, and Jesus. The image reminded 
1 me of those huge Nazi rallies from a Leni 
'• Riefenstahl film. I was locked in a cavelike 
; cell and force-fed Roy Rogers roast beef 
; sandwiches. It was more horrible than 
! deadline lime at the National Lampoon. 
\ While I was plagued with the killer flu, 
; we at the National Lampoon found out that 
; we were the victims of a harassment cam- 
I paign carried out by an obscenely wealthy
  cult founded by a deceased science fiction 
; writer whom we had parodied in the Febru- 
1 ary issue. This "church" was so deeply 
I offended by our satire of them that they 
; sent two necklcss goons to New York City 
; from their headquarters in Los Angeles to 
! dig for dirt, make threats, and cas! asper- 
'• sions on the moral character of our staff. 
; They spoke to former employees, our 
; printers, and other business associates and 
I made charges that we were involved in
  drug trafficking, money laundering, and 
; pornography. My brother, editor Andy 
; Simmons, and I found them snooping 
I around his apartment building. When con- 
| fronted they said they were private investi- 
; gators hired by a law firm in L.A. to poke 
; into the National Lampoon. At one point 
1 ihe head henchjerk looked me squarely in
  the eye and informed me that he had ascer- 
; taincd in his extensive research that 
; "Michael, you have a serious drinking 
', problem." 1 was aghast. How had this care-
  fully guarded secret fallen into his hands? 
; Who let the cat out of the bag? Who. in a 
; manner of speaking, had spilled the whis- 
: key?
  "No shit, Sherlock?!?!" I replied incred- 
; ulously. trembling with rage. "I've written a 
I column entitled 'Drinking Tips and Other
• War Stories' for three years in an interna-
  tionally distributed publication, detailing 
; my on-and-off-again relationship with 
; booze. My life is. quite literally, an open 
" fucking book. So what. I'm an alcoholic! 
; What's your excuse?" 
; Sherlock shrugged and said he was "just 
; doing my job."
  "Yeah." I muttered, "that's what Adolf 
; Eichmann said."
; This remark offended these two sensi- 
', live souls so much that they took immedi-
  ate leave of the premises, but not before 
; head henchjcrk's flunky ominously 
I mouthed to me, "You shouldn't have said 
: that."

Andy subsequently took his fifteen-year- 
; old schnauzer. Phincas, for a walk. M inutes 
I before, these two foot soldiers had told 
'• Andy that while they themselves were not 
; violent men, there were those who were so 
; bothered by what the National Lampoon 
', had printed that some wouldn't mind see-
  ing Phincas cut in half. When Andy and 
; Phincas hit the street, our Nazis-for-hi re 
; were waiting with cameras in hand. Some- 
I continued on page 106
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Letters
continued from page 12

Sirs:
How come nobody returns my calls any 

more?
Ron Reagan, Jr. 

Palookavilte, N.J,

Sirs: 
Who are you callin' a butthole?

Dweczil Zappa 
Incredulous

Sirs:
Haven't you always had the feeling that 

we arc really mean, irritable people in real 
life whom you would hate to have to work 
for and be close to?

Chuck Connors
Ed As tier

Fred Dryer
Bob Barker

Bob Eubanks
Robert Conrad

Jerry Lewis
Johnny Carson

Haven't you always had the sneaking 
suspicion that we are obnoxious cuntessas 
who never miss a chance to humiliate those 
who must work under us?

Faye Dunaway
Lee Grant

Barbra Streisand
Linda Lavin

Meredith Baxter-Birney
Lucille Ball

Oprah Winfrey
Bess Myerson

Leona Hclmslcy
Barbara Walters

Sirs:
Could you please send us the appropriate 

forms so that we can register to vote in the 
next election?

Approximately Ten Million 
Young Blacks

Bush's Worst Fucking Nightmare Avenue 
Birmingham, Ala.

Sirs:
"WHO" can't go on like this? "WHY" 

am I at the end of my rope? "WHAT" is: I'll 
see you in court!?

Mrs. Alex Trebek 
Enough Already, Canada

Sirs:
It's not as bad down here as I had ex 

pected; it's a sort of, like, you know, disco 
inferno.

Andy Gibb 
You-Know-Where

/Making a Mountain
Out of a JUlolehill by

Giving It a Name
WHAT NOW IS... USED TO BE,

cul-de-sac ................................ dead end
upscale .................................. swanky
carbohydrates ............................. starch
food abujer ............................... overeater
domestic .................................. maid
user fee ..................p............... tax
revenue enhancement ........................ tax
service charge ............................. tip
user-friendly ............................... easy to operate
mentally challenged ......................... stupid
corporate downsizing ........................ bloodbath
CEO .................................... boss
interoffice communication ..................... memo
self-examination ............................ playing with yourself
Cantonese cuisine ,.......,,..,..,..,...,.... Chinese food
workaholic ................................ person with no home life
agrarian adjunct ............................ neighboring farm
previously owned ........................... secondhand
codependent .............................. spouse, relative of addict
infotainment ............................... gossip
mobile medical emergency vehicle ......... ̂ ..... ambulance
human resources department ................... personnel office
anal ..................................... tidy
turnoffs .................................. pet peeves
operating under diminished capacity ............. fucked-up
assertive .................................. pushy
gifted child ................................ precocious brot
Jartar buildup ............................... stains on your teeth
separation anxiety .......................... loneliness
sugar high ................................ energy
sex addict ................................. lecher or nymphomaniac
reliable source ............................. snitch
enabler .................................. supplier; connection

Dave Haitian & Prank LaPosta Visco & Dlane Giddic

Sirs;
Is it because I'm black? Is it because I 

already play two professional sports? Is it 
because I dance with prominent troupes? 
Why? Why the hell can't I run in the Ken 
tucky Derby?

Bo Jackson
Somewhere between Kansas City, 

Oakland, and Lexington

Sirs: 
Free shoes! Free shoes! Aaaiiieeee!

A Refrain Frequently Heard
Late At Night

at America's Southern Borders

Sirs:
Jesus Christ! Am I glad that's over!

Roy Buchanan's Bass Player
444444444 Redundancy Street

Green Onions, America

Sirs:
How does anyone expect me to be funny 

with all of Mia's damn kids running 
around?

Woody Alien
Manhattan, New York City,

The Big Apple, The Cily That Never
Sleeps, The Place Where John Lennon

Was Killed, etc., etc., etc.
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Here's what you
when you pay $1495 to join the
MTV "Record Club"
/ "BUYONE,GETONE FREE" CD's, CASSETTES AND RECORDS-RIGHT 

FROM THE START-AND FOR AS LONG AS YOU REMAIN A MEMBER! 
PLUS DISCOUNTS ON VIDEOSAND ALL KINDS OF MTV STUFF!
The MTV'Record Club" doesnt piay the Record Club "Game".
Instead of forcing you to pick 6 or (gulp) 12 albums from an ad
filled with yesterday's tired hits, we ALWAYS give you a free CD,
cassette or LP with every one you buy... anytime, for as long as you
remain a member... no limit... no restrictions... no strings attached!
And that's just the beginning! You don't need to join a separate club
to get a great deal on videos ($5 off videos that cost $14.95 and up!) „,
MTV's got it ail! Even hard to find MTV shirts, pins, watches and more! cy$.v
more! more! (A shipping/handling charge is added to each shipment.)

2 THE EXCLUSIVE MONTHLY HTV-TQ-eO MAGAZINE TELLS ALL! 
As a member of the club you'll get a "members only" magazine that's not 

sold on any newsstand. Unlike typical record club rags, MJVTg-Go is filled with 
articles about your favorite artists, exclusive interviews, advance word on up 
coming albums, music industry news, tasteless jokes, and more. Even an MTV 
Program Guide with schedule information on concerts, specials and shows all 
month. MTV-To-Go" will also be your source for new albums, videos and MTV 
"stuff" you can buy through the Club.

2 BUY AS MUCH AS ffiU WANT, BUY AS LITTLE AS YOU WANT!
2 Once you pay your membership fee you won't be obligated to buy even 
one record. Much less six or more!

A CHOOSE FROM HOT NEW MUSIC!
T If you like what you see on MTV you'll like what we offer in the club. Along 
with the big hits that everyone offers, the MTV "Record Club" features albums 
and artists that other clubs may not even touch... exactly the ones you want. 
Twelve times a year the MTV "Record Club" ctiooses a VJPick-of-the-Month...

a new album that we think , 
is pretty hot stuff... which I 

will be scheduled to ship to I 
you automatically. If you think | 
our selection reeks... no 

problem! You'll always have at 
least ten days to cancel 
shipment by checking "not this 
month, I have a headache" on 

your monthly order form. Reject

them all for all we 
care!As we said,you're 

never under any obligation of 
any kind! (Don't worry about hurting our feelings. We're used to 
rejection.) And if by some miracle of postal delay you aren't given ten 
days to reject a VJ Pick, you can return the unwanted selection at our 
expense for full credit. Is that fair or what?

Be like me 
Join MTV
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The following question and 
answer appeared in the "profes 
sional problems corner" of The 
Lawyer, a British journal:

"Q. I am a thirty-two-year-old 
assistant solicitor working for a 
medium-sized general practice, 
specializing in litigation. Last 
month I had an appointment 
with an established client, an 
attractive blond divorcee who 
had purchased a defective vac 
uum cleaner from a local shop 
keeper, who had refused to 
replace it or refund her money. 
As 1 took down the details I 
could not help noticing that her 
dress was extremely low-cut and 
she kept giving me long lingering 
looks. Our eyes met and within 
seconds we were making pas 
sionate love on my desk. I have 
met her on several subsequent 
occasions, when the same thing 
happened. I am married with 
three children. What should 1 
do?

"A. Your client should be able 
to obtain redress under s. 13 or 
14 of the Sale of Goods Act 
1979, provided it can be estab 
lished that the goods were not of 
merchantable quality or fit for 
the purpose for which they were 
sold." Lawyer's Weekly (con 
tributed by David C. Marriott)

"TV/Cable Week" in the 
Denver Post informed readers 
that IBS would broadcast the 
1982 movie Inside the Third 
Reich. The Post'% synopsis of the 
film read: "Young Albert Speer 
becomes Alfred Hitchcock's per 
sonal architect, then minister of 
armaments and war produc 
tion." (contributed by Peter F. 
Johnson)

From the Melbourne Sun:
"Sydney police are hunting a 

man in a wheelchair who sexu 
ally assaulted a woman after she 
helped him cross a busy road 
yesterday,

"Police said the paraplegic 
grabbed and molested the 
woman after she had bent over 
to pick up her handbag in Parra- 
matta, in Sydney's west.

"The woman broke free, fled 
screaming, and reported the 
assault.

"A police search failed to find 
the paraplegic pervert, but wit 
nesses said the man was later 
seen chasing schoolgirls through 
a local park.

"The man, aged about forty, 
had a xylophone on his lap." 
(contributed by Keith Brown)

Edited by
Sergeant Stan Bosak of the 

Durham Region police was 
patrolling a lonely road north 
east of Toronto at two A. M. on a 
Friday morning.

"I had just pulled my cruiser 
up to this lighted rail crossing," 
he said. "I don't know why, but I 
parked about two hundred feet 
back from the tracks."

John Bendel
In his rearview mirror, the 

sergeant noticed another car 
approaching.

"1 saw him coming and he was 
coming fast," he said. Without 
slowing down the 1984 Camaro 
veered around the police car and 
hit the passing freight train.

"I heard this great bang and 
then the Carnaro, which must

-as hi on Self-Critique, 
ir What?

have struck between two cars, 
started moving down the tracks 
with the train," said Bosak.

Bosak chased after the train 
on foot and finally, three kilome 
ters down the tracks, found the 
Camaro.

"All the tires were off this car 
and he was spinning on his rims. 
It was down a forty-five-degree 
gravel embankment. This guy is 
revving the car. There was 
smoke everywhere. The car was 
totaled. One headlight was still 
on."

The man in the car, twenty- 
five-year-old Michael Box, was 
apparently unhurt.

"I asked him if he knew he 
had just hit a train," said Bosak.

"What train?" replied Box.
Box was charged with 

impaired driving, careless driv 
ing, and driving without automo- 
bile insurance. Toronto Star 
(contributed by A. Scherer Jr.)

From the New York Times: 
"Miami—Ramon Jose Rodri- 

guez, twenty-three years old, a 
construction worker, was struck 
and killed Friday by a portable 
toilet blown off the fourth floor 
of a building, the police said. 
'High winds evidently blew the 
toilet over the edge of the build 
ing,' said Lucy Fitts, a police 
spokeswoman. 'The toilet was 
on rollers.'" (contributed by 
Ken Ferber)

According to the Manistee 
News Advocate, high school stu 
dents in Spring Lake, Michigan, 
"were asked to carry a five- 
pound sack of flour for three 
days without leaving it unat 
tended to learn what it is like to 
have a child that needs constant 
attention."

Marybeth Lobbezoo, coordi 
nator of the reproductive health 
unit in Spring Lake, said that 
problems arose when some stu 
dents not enrolled in the course 
began "killing" the flour babies 
between classes.

"A survey revealed that ninety 
of the flour babies suffered stab 
wounds, fifty were the object of 
death threats, forty-one were 
kidnapped, eighty were ha 
rassed, and fifty-one were mur 
dered.

" v lt was a response we hadn't 
anticipated,'" Lobbezoo said, 
(contributed by Daniel D. Schut)

The Dow Jones News Service
reported the merger of Tubby's

continued on page 22
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Who Said This Frog 
Didn't Have Legs?

Here's a second chance to own a signed, limited-edition 
lithograph of the original cartoon.

Four years ago, we issued a limited-edition, 
signed and numbered fine-quality offset litho 
graph of the most famous cartoon in National 
Lampoon history: Sam Gross's legless frog. The 

entire printing immediately sold out. And, as we prom 
ised, and with tremendous reluctance, we destroyed the 
original plate.

Then the letters started pouring in. "Where can we get 
one of those fine-quality offset limited-edition signed and 
numbered legless frog lithographs?" people wrote. We 
went to Sam. We pleaded. We begged. "Let's make some 
more prints." But Sam said, "No!"

So we waited. We didn't have anything better to do ex 
cept get out the magazine and work on the screenplay for 
Amadeus II, but the project didn't go anywhere because 
we couldn't figure out how to bring Mozart back from 
the dead.

Occasionally we'd see Sam in expensive French restau 
rants indulging in his passion for jambes de grenouille 
and he'd wave at us and we'd wave back. Then one day 
after a particularly satisfying meal, he burped, leaned 
over to us, and said, "Let's make some more limited- 
edition prints." He then hiccuped three times and 
promptly fell asleep in what remained of his Chantillyaux 
fraises a la diabete.

So now, after all that sniveling and kicking yourself 
for not sending in your money four years ago, you have 
another chance to get a limited-edition of the frogs' legs 
lithograph.

This printing will be limited to 2,000 copies. It will be

signed by Sam and marked with a"II"to designate the 
second edition. Again, we promise to destroy the plate 
after the press run is completed.

The drawing will be printed on paper measuring sev 
enteen inches by twenty-two inches, which makes it 
eminently suitable for framing.

If you would like to purchase one of these fine litho 
graphs, please fill out the coupon and remit $25.00 for 
each one plus $2.50 for postage and handling. Orders will 
be processed according to the postmark shown on the en 
velopes received, and in the event of oversubscription, 
monies will be refunded to those people who were late in 
sending in their requests.

This is your second and last chance to own one of these 
historic prints. This offer will not be repeated.

Meanwhile, Sam's frogs' legs have repeated, but a deal 
is a deal.

Please send me. . National Lampoon Frog Lithographs
at $25.00 plus $2.50 for postage and handling. 
Name________________________

Address.

City.

State ——————————————Zip ———————————
I enclose $______ to:
NATIONAL LAMPOON, Dept. 6/89
155 Avenue of the Americas, New York, N.Y. 10013.
New York residents, please add 8 'A percent sales tax.
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continued from page 20 
Sub Shops, Inc. and Stuff Yer 
Face, Inc.

According to Dow Jones, the 
"merger would result in the 
management and shareholders 
of Tubby's taking control of 
Stuff Yer Face with Stuff Yer 
Face being the surviving corpo 
ration." (contributed by Tom 
McDonnel!)

From Florida's Orlando Sen- 
tine!:

"Rod Davis, audiovisual pro 
ducer for the city of Orlando, 
was listening to his police scan 
ner last week. He heard the dis 
patcher for the Orange County 
Sheriff's Department request an 
officer at Kirkman Road and 
Metro West Boulevard to inves 
tigate 'a reported sighting of a 
male suspect wearing only a pair 
of socks.' A couple of minutes 
passed, said Davis, and then an 
officer broke in and asked: 
'What color of socks?' " (con 
tributed by Paul Dietrich)

Announcing plans to build two 
golf courses in the Sarasota, 
Florida, area, former golf star 
Gary Player claimed his "back 
ground as a farmer and rancher 
helps him appreciate the beauty 
of the land and what constitutes 
a solid, fair course."

"I have a great feel ing for the 
soil," Player told the Sarasota 
Herald-Tribune. "My brother is 
the leading conservationalist in 
the world, and I just love sitting 
on my bulldozer and experienc 
ing nature." (contributed by 
Mike Lasche)

Iran's Islamic Republic Mews 
Agency reported that ski slopes 
have been opened at the moun 
tain resort of Dizin, about thirty 
miles from Teheran. The six 
slopes are segregated by sex, 
four for men and two for women. 
(Memphis) Commercial Appeal 
(contributed by William L. 
Burnett)

*
Doctors in England operated 

to remove an apricot from the 
digestive tract of an unnamed 
woman.

The woman had apparently 
swallowed a dried apricot whole. 
The dried fruit then rehydrated 
in her intestine. Connecticut's 
Hart ford Advocate reported that 
"the fresh-looking apricot, mea 
suring about three centimeters 
across, was removed surgi 
cally." (contributed by Jordan 
Erdos)

Twenty-five-year-old Troy 
Hurtubise of Lindsay, Ontario, 
has invented the Ursus Mark IV,

a forty-pound suit designed to 
allow its wearer to study grizzly 
bears up close. According to 
Outdoor Canada magazine, the 
suit includes "hockey shin and 
elbow pads, orange bubble pack 
ing, a catcher's chest protector, 
a goalie's chest pad, ski boots, 
and a football flak jacket." Hur 
tubise spent twenty thousand 
dollars testing the new suit.

"First, he hired 'Big Pete' 
Bellidou, a 290-pound biker, to 
beat him all over with baseball 
bats and two-by-fours.... Next, 
he and some friends hoisted a 
seventy-five-pound punching 
bag eighteen feet up a tree, 
rigged up some ropes, figured 
out the angle of swing, then let 
the bag crash into him repeat 
edly like a battering ram."

Then Hurtubise had himself 
hit by a two-ton pickup truck, "ft 
sent him sprawling, but encased 
in the bulky suit, he seemed none 
the worse for wear after five tri 
als." Next came attacks by a 
German shepherd, a Doberrnan 
pinscher, and a Rottweiler.

Finally ready to test the suit 
with real bears, Hurtubise and 
friends journeyed to a "well- 
known black bear hangout. Hur 
tubise suited up and lay down in 
the middle of the dump while his 
crew sprinkled garbage on him, 
mostly high-srnelling items like

Make My Golfer Rare, Please

fish heads and rotten eggs. But 
when the bears finally came, 
they ignored the costumed Hur 
tubise. M was getting rather per 
turbed that they wouldn't attack 
me, so ! started attacking them/ 
he said, As the black bears fed in 
a five-foot-deep pit, he crept 
stealthily to the edge, then made 
a flying dive on them in the hope 
of provoking an attack.

"But the bears were too 
quick. They sidestepped the 
leaps, ran away, and never came 
back. After seven days and five 
fleeing bears, the crew packed 
up and went home for the sum 
mer. The only casualty; a crew 
member who collapsed from 
fear during the close encounters 
with the bears. V AII his nerves 
were gone/ said Hurtubise." 
(contributed by Bob Michael)

Concerned about the air qual 
ity in Los Angeles, the Environ 
mental Protection Agency 
proposed three regulatory 
options and asked for public 
comment. One option would 
allow a period of twenty years to 
bring Los Angeles into compli 
ance with the Clean Air Act. 
Another would allow a ten-year 
grace period. The third option, 
according to the Los Angeles 
Times, would "ban most traffic, 
shut down the region's economy, 
and resettle the population else 
where." (contributed by Gary J. 
Prebula)

Attention, contributors! We
now send each contributor the 
sensational new "True Facts" 
T-shirt for every submission 
used, as well as a credit. For 
every photo used, we'll send each 
contributor a T-shirt plus ten 
dollars in genuine American cur 
rency—and, of course, a credit. 
Make sure to include the shirt 
size you want (S-M-L-XL) with 
every group of True Facts or 
True Facts photos sent us. Send 
your contributions to

True Facts
National Lampoon

155 Avenue of the Americas
New York,N.Y. 10013
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Join the Happy 
Housewife as a

regular subscriber 
to the

National Lampoon.

OH!HI THERE!
I'M THE HAPPY HOUSEWIFE - 

m VOICE OF m NATIONAL LAMPOON, 
RECENTLY, My COMMERCIAL WAS KICKED ]

OFF TELEVISION BECAUSE SOME
VIEWERS OBJECTED TO MY

CHOPPING UP A
CHICKEN.

HERE ON THESE
PAGES WERE ARE NO SUCH

RESTRICTIONS. THIS IS A MAGAZINE
WITH NO CENSORS, NO RULES, AND

ABSOLUTELY NO REGARD FOR
STIFF-NECKED IDIOTS

WHO 7RX TO mi
MEM WHAT W

PUBLISH.

AND
THAT'SWHyyOU 

SHOULD SUBSCRIBE TO ME 
NATIONAL LAMPOON 1QVM. IT'S A 

MAGAZINE OF INTEGRITY, HONESTY, 
DEDICATION, TRUSTWORTHINESS, 

COURAGE, AND A LOT OF 
CARTOONS.

AND
LOTSOFFUNNy 

(•it STOR1ESAND 
PICTURES, 

TOO.

AT OUR
Cy HOUSE WE LOVE

fc,. ..< A
\" \IAMPOQN. .£; j

ITS
^SETTER THAN HOME 

COOKING!

Subscribe today.
Make all checks payable to: National Lampoon, OEPT. Ml &; si 

155 Avarme of the Americas, Now Irbrk, NV10013,
Three-year subscription D S30.95 (Deduct $7.00] You pay $23.95

(A very fiuga savings of S47.15 off the newsstand price) 
Two-year subscription D S23.95 (Deduct $7.00) You pay $16.95

(A very huge savings of $30.45 off the newsstand price)
One-year subscription D S15.95(DeductS7.00) YoupaySB.95

(ft vety huge savings o1 £14,75 o11 the newsstand price)

Add $5.00 per year for Canada, Mexico, or foreign delivery. Make check or money order, 
in U.S. funds, payable to National Lampoon. For even faster service, call toll-free 
1-800-257-7600.

Name_________-____________- —— 
Add ress __________________________ 
City_______State_______Zip.
D Check enclosed 
MasterCard # 
Visa*_____

D Bill me n Charge to my: 
^MasterCard Interbank # 
___ Expiration Date______
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Signs of the Times

81AC&BLAND IHPIMES

SteveS Barbara Voetsch Mark & Li? Rotation

NOW HIRING 
SMASHERS

Muttler

24 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



THE MOST POPULAR T-SHIRT IN THE HISTORY 
OF THE NATIONAL LAMPOON IS AVAILABLE AS 
A SWEATSHIRT IN TWO DESIGNS THAT WILL 
MAKE DISNEY CRINGE!

Introducing the new National 
Lampoon's Vacation Sweat 
shirt. On the left is the sweat 
shirt in precisely the same 
design as the enormously pop 
ular Vacation T-shirt. On the 
right is the new "Walley 
World" Sweatshirt as worn by 
the Griswalds in National Lam 
poon's European Vacation.

The demand for both these 
products has been unprece 
dented. Twenty million people 
in the United States and Canada 
saw National Lampoon's Euro 
pean Vacation in theaters, and 
we got more inquiries about 
the sweatshirts worn by 
"Clark" and "Rusty" in that 
picture than for any other such 
product In the sixteen-year his 
tory of our magazine and 
movies.

Now both shirts are available in 
dazzling white with full-color 
Illustrations on the front. On 
the back It says National Lam 
poon's Vacation. (What were

Natfonar Lampoon'• 
Vacation T-ihirt

National lampoon'* 
Vatation T-ihlrt

you expecting—£.T.?) Also, still 
available and still selling 
ridiculously well are the other 
movie T-shirts shown on this 
page.

National Lampoon'i 
Animal Hou» 
Boieball Shirt

"Wo 
Can Da

No Nona (Lampoon'i
European Vacation

ihlrt

NtttontlLampoon,Daft. 6/89 
155 Avenue of (he Americas 
New York. NY 1001.1

Please send me; 
aSM OMD DLG 
DSM DMD DLG

DMD
DMD
DMD
DMD

DSM
DSM 
DSM 
DSM

OLG 
dLG 
DIG 
DLG

NL European Vacation shirts @ $6.95 each 
NL Vacation shirts (A) @ $7.95 each 
NL Vacation shirts (B) @ $7.95 each 
NL Animal House baseball shirts @ $8-00 each 

DXL NL Vacation sweatshirts (A) @ $16.95 each 
II XL NL Vacation sweatshirts (B) @ $16.95 each

Please add $1-00 per shirt (or postage and handling. New York residents, 
please add 8'A% sales tax.

Name___________________________________ 
Address __________________________________ 
City_______________ State Zip
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A Mattress Man Sneaks
True Facts Reporter recently inter 
viewed a $35,000-a-year mattress sales 
man who wishes to remain anonymous. 
He said it should take twelve minutes to 
sell a mattress, and if a customer is in 
his highway bedding store for more 
than twenty minutes, "you've lost 
them." Other observations on life in 
the bedding business follow:

When you're up, you get the next customer 
through the door. You start sizing them up 
when they pull in the parking lot. If they're in 
a Mercedes, you take them straight to the top 
of the line. You never wind up tying a mat 
tress to the roof of a Mercedes.

Sometimes these broads come in with 
their fur coats and decorators. The decora 
tor's got these freaked-out clothes and hair 
that goes like this [he waggles fingers in the 
air], and all us salespeople got dollar signs in 
our eyes. They come in to buy brass beds, and 
God knows, you can't put an old mattress in a 
spiffy new room. Heh-heh.

There's more ways to scam people in bed 
ding than in any other business —even cars. 
With a car, at least you get to look under the 
hood. With mattresses, you're completely at

our mercy. 1 know a guy who irons Sealy 
labels on shit mattresses. You don't get a lot 
of repeat business in mattresses, and the 
markups on this stuff are amazing.

We got this par system. Par is double cost 
and what we figure we should get for a mat 
tress. But if we're looking to get $300 for a 
mattress we put a tag on it that says $450. 
So you can tell a guy, "Buy it today and I'll 
give it to you for $350." 1 love it when the 
guy thinks he's getting a deal and he's actu 
ally paying $50 more than we expected to 
get. You should see all the salesmen when 
someone leaves the store after paying the 
sticker price. We're bouncing off the walls. 
We love it.

We advertise this $45 mattress to get 
people into the store. But before we put one 
out on the floor, we jump up and down on it. 
We take it outside and back a car over it. We 
don't like burn rubber on it, we just mess it up 
so it's real lumpy and has like a gully in the 
middle. So when some old lady lies down on 
it, she rolls into the middle and we gotta help 
her out. Then she says those lovely words:

"You got anything better?"
What's the difference between a $45 mat 

tress and an expensive one? You can't get the 
$45 one, that's the difference.

Once in a while you get these jerks who 
decide they want one anyway. So you tell 
them it'll be eight to ten weeks for delivery, 
but that really means never. They'll call in 
ten weeks and you say, "Oh, sorry about that, 
it'll be another eight to ten weeks." Then 
they usually want to cancel and get their 
money back,

The guys I hate are the ones who call 
Action Line or Consumer Affairs. They make 
us deliver a $45 mattress? We run the truck 
over it first. Actually, we're performing a 
public service here, protecting people from 
shit mattresses.

You know what people look for? Handles. 
They think a mattress's gotta have handles. 
So they stick handles on at the factory. The 
stupid handles are only notched to the tick 
ing. They'll pull right off. But you want han 
dles, you got handles.

And breather holes. You know, those little
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eyelets that look like the top of a salt shaker? 
What do they think? Those holes let the farts 
out? No way. The farts stay in there.

Forever.
That's why we don't haul away old mat 

tresses anymore. We know what's in them. 
We'll drag an old mattress down to the curb, 
but we won't haul it away anymore. Back 
when we used to, we had this lady call up 
looking for her cat. We looked in the truck, 
and inside the lady's old box spring was this 
terrorized cat looking back at us. The stupid 
cat had spent all day on the truck inside the 
box spring riding around with all those farts.

Sometimes it's a rough business. I used to 
work a store all by myself, and there was this 
one time when the door didn't open for four 
days. No customers. ! thought I was gonna 
go nuts.! washed and waxed my car, then I 
pulled an adjustable bed up to a TV set and 
lay there watching soap operas. Even in a 
good store, you spend most of your time 
watching TV. I'm strung out on soap operas, 
man.

Anyhow, it got so boring out there that one 
day I leaned a mattress against the front of 
the building, turned in an alarm, and told the 
cops someone tried to rob a mattress at gun 
point. I told them the guy left the mattress 
and ran when he heard them coming.

My favorite customer in this store was this 
big fat scuzzy guy who comes in one night 
and says, "I got no bed to sleep on. I need a 
king-size bed and 1 need it now." We only got 
one king-size on the floor and it's ticketed at 
$200 over par, but he says "HI take it." He 
reaches into his dirty jeans, pulls out a huge, 
greasy wad of bills, and peels off $900 in 
hundreds.

Then this guy backs his filthy old 
plumber's truck up to the door. It's like full 
of greasy tools and pipes and it's got rust all 
over it. He comes back in with his son, who's 
this short fat scuzzy version of himself. I tell 
them I got no bag for the bedding and he 
says, "I don't care." So he and scuzz kid 
throw the brand-new stuff in the back of this 
grimy truck. But before he takes off, he pulls 
out the wad again, peels off a fifty for me, 
and says, "There. That's your tip." You want 
to see a mattress store full of salesmen going 
apeshit? That was it.

We charge for everything, including deliv 
ery. So a lot of people take the mattresses 
with them. And you know what's weird? You 
always wind up tying the biggest mattresses 
to the smallest cars. I'm always tying queen- 
size mattresses to Toyotas and Yugos. You 
should see a customer pull onto the highway 
with a mattress hanging off in all directions. 
The front lifts up at about forty miles an hour 
and it looks like they're gonna take off. 

It's a wonder they ever make it home.

The Art of Dropping Things
"Among the earliest evidence of jug 
gling are paintings of jugglers found on 
the waits of the Beni Hasan tombs on 
the east bank of the Nile River near 
Speos Artemidos. They are believed to 
have been made around 1900 B.C." 
 A "Fun Fact" from a brochure of the 
International Juggling Association.

Every Tuesday at 7:30, the YMCA gym in 
Hackensack, New Jersey, is full of people 
dropping things. Between fifteen and twenty- 
five people get together to juggle pins, rings, 
balls, boxes, and sticks because (1) it gets 
them out of the house, and (2) it's easier on 
the furniture. They call themselves the Jersey 
Juggling Society.

"i started juggling nine years ago," says 
Bob Rovi, thirty-nine, fit, bearded, and unof 
ficial spokesjuggler. "1 was watching 
M*A*S*H on television when Alan Alda 
started juggling three pairs of socks. M want 
to do that/ I said. Now my goal is to juggle 
five balls and four clubs. That's kind of the 
black belt of juggling."

Some of these Tuesday night jugglers are

regulars, others are just visiting. Mingling, 1 
nobody talks much except for "Where you 
from? How long you been juggling?" Then 
they throw pins at each other,

"Most jugglers learn how to jugglei 
alone," explains Bob. "When they start out' 
they like to show off to anyone who'll watch. 
They can be a problem in the vegetable 
department at the supermarket. But after 
they get over that, a lot of them come here to^ 
learn how to pass."

There's serious passing going on at the 
east end of the gym. A group of four or five 
forms and starts tossing. A storm of pins 
rises like overweight confetti. Someone 
misses, pins clatter to the floor, the group re 
forms and starts over. Within the groups, 
jugglers come, go, and change position as 
better jugglers establish a pecking order.

Juggling pins look like skinny bowling 1 
pins (at least the ones called "European-1 
style," says Bob) but they're lighter and] 
made of soft, plastic-like material. Y 
understand why when you see them rain I 
down on a juggler who misses. If they juggled J 
real bowling pins around here, half these] 
guys would be dead by now.

From Jugglers' World, the magazine of 
the International Jugglers Association 
(the IJA): "British juggler Steve Rawl- 
ings's act included juggling three clubs 
while balancing a bottle on his chin that 
supported an ungimmicked glass tray 
on which he placed four glasses of wine. 
He also juggled three torches while tap- 
dancing, and concluded the bit by light 
ing his hat on fire."

Lynn, a young woman wearing a billiard-1 
parlor T-shirt, produces three old, brown I 
lacrosse balls. A young guy named Greg jug-j 
gles five colored balls nearby. "Hey, you can! 
do'numbers,'" she says. "Numbers," in jug- 1 
glers' parlance, is more than three objects atj 
a time.
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"You can too," he says confidently. "Let's 
see you juggle."

Three brown lacrosse balls rise, flutter, 
then plop to the floor without bouncing.

"Wow," saysGreg. "They're dead."
"They're o!d," explains Lynn.

From Jugglers' World'. "Sam Scurfield 
of Bradford Jugglers in England claims 
to have set a new world record for 
three-object juggling. Scurfield kept 
them up without a drop or rest for six 
hours, twenty-four minutes, and fifty 
seconds. It's not the first time he's set a 
superlative. Scurfield also claims the 
long-distance pogo-stick record for a 
trip around Japan's Mount Fuji, and he 
walked more than thirty miles with a 
full bottle of milk balanced on his 
head."

Brad, handsome, blond, and in his twen 
ties, tries to keep seven baits in the air. They 
rise like antiaircraft fire, then fall to the 
floor. He's wearing a shiny tunic and a bright 
bandanna.

"I have a show in a while," he explains. "I 
open for a band at the Fox's Lair [a nearby 
bar]." He used to cait himself the Jammirt' 
Jersey Juggler and the Rock 'n' Roll Juggler. 
"Now I just call myself Brad Zentmyer," he 
says.

"1 juggle and lip-sync in my act. I can jug 
gle and lip-sync Dickey Betts, Michael Jack 
son, and Joan Jett. You have to break it up. 
When there's heavy lip-syncing, there's not 
much juggling going on, but during the 
instrumental riffs, there's lots of juggling. 1 
was on Puttin' on the Hits."

Brad takes his juggling seriously.
"This is an art form that has finally 

reached its time," he says inscrutably. "Tell 
the whole press corps they've never had to 
face a crowd of angry jugglers."

Sue Rovi (Bob's wife) and Lynn (the 
lacrosse-bail lady) are the only women

among this week's juggling horde. Neverthe 
less, Sue offers this observation: "There are 
more and more women juggling," she says, 
though she isn't certain exactly why.

"it's a good place to meet men?" she sug 
gests, then looks around the gym full of men 
intent on their crashing clubs, rings, balls, 
and beanbags.

"Well," she says, "maybe not."

Personal ad from Jugglers' World: 
"LONELY FIVE BALL JUGGLER... 
Homeowner on beautiful Cunnison 
River, 30 years old, never married, 
6-foot and blond. Seeks female, 19-30 
year-old companion to care, share, 
travel, and enjoy life. Contact Gary 
Suva; 229 County Rd. 11 No. 19; 
Gunnison, Colo. 81230."

The Jersey Juggling Society is one of 
many juggling clubs nationwide, including 
Jugglers Anonymous in Indiana, Several 
San Diegans Who Are Jugglers Club in Cali 
fornia, and 1 Think It Rolled Under the 
Couch: A Nebraska Juggling Club. The Jer 
sey group has a problem that may or may not 
be unique. They can get together, but they 
can't actually meet.

"You can't get these guys to stop jug 
gling," explains one juggler who is picking 
up the pins he's just dropped. "You could 
holler 'Hold it for a minute!' but some guys 
would keep on juggling. Maybe that's why 
the president of the club doesn't come any 
more."

The president of the Jersey Juggling Soci 
ety hasn't been to a weekly session in two 
years. "If we don't have meetings, then we 
can't vote him out or someone else in," says 
the juggler, "so we just juggle."

Brad recommended a visit to the New 
York Juggling Club in Greenwich Village. 
"They're more formal over there," says 
Brad.

Do they have actual meetings?
"No," he says. "Better jugglers."

Focus Group
"Thank you for being part of our focus 

group," said the Japanese businessman. His 
name was Katamatsu something-or-other 
but we should call him Kat, he said. The guy 
next to him introduced himself as an engi 
neer, but that's about all you could under 
stand through the thick accent. Kat wasn't 
all that understandable either. Both worked 
for a large electronics company. Both were 
correct, polite, about five-two, and long- 
waisted.

The freelance writers around the confer 
ence table, a faintly threadbare group, intro

duced themselves one by one —an oid 
technical writer, me, a publicist, a couple of 
journalists, a short-story writer, and finally, 
the big, horsy-looking dame at the end of the 
table with the pinstripe suit and the big brass 
medallion around her neck.

"I," she announced, "am a novelist."
"Ooooo," someone said, as though this 

dame wasn't here for the free compact disc 
player like the rest of us.

^Vve want you tell us how writer work," 
said Kat, adjusting his metal-rimmed 
glasses, "and what kind equipment you need. 
!t help us make things for writer." He and 
the engineer sat formally erect in their 
chairs, pens poised to take notes.

So the novelist lady starts talking, drown 
ing out everyone else, about how she hates 
word processors and computers although she 
saw a really big one once; how the only way 
to write a novel is with a ballpoint pen; how 
she lapses into deep concentration during the 
creative process, losing hours, sometimes 
days, at a time (but not missing any meals, 
from the look of her); how she often writes 
outdoors while strolling along the Hudson 
River; how she can't abide the idea of her 
work dwelling in some electronic device, sub 
ject to theft by "hackers" (as though a six 
teen-year-old computer nerd could possibly 
care); how life in late-twentieth-century 
America is not conducive to good literature; 
andbfah, blah, blah.

Finally, she paused.
Kat cleared his throat, coughed a polite 

Japanese cough, and said, "I see. But would 
you like your word processor have italics?" 

-JOHN BENDEL

Do you have a story for True Facts 
Reporter to tell? Write about it to:

Reporter
NATIONAL LAMPOON

155 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10013
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ONE 
SHOT
Why Are People So 

Self-Centered?
by Ed Bluestone

M y friend Debbie was always cancel 
ing our luncheon dates, and now 

she'd done it again with another lame 
excuse. Her dentist's teenage daughter had 
committed suicide, and she felt obligated to 
attend the funeral. "I can't believe it," 
lamented Debbie. "I knew the girl since she 
was six. They're such a lovely family. I feel 
totally empty inside."

"How do you think I feel?" I thought. "I 
was looking forward to lunch. Why should I 
be the victim of some crazy teenager's 
death?" It was difficult for me to under 
stand how Debbie would rather attend a 
funeral than help me decide if I should buy 
a Mercedes or another Jaguar XJ6.

Of course, 1 didn't express my disap 
pointment to Debbie. I simply said. "I 
understand," making sure that guilt-induc 
ing irritation could be detected in my 
voice.

Debbie was often selfish and thought 
nothing ol canceling plans, so I should have

expected her next ploy of getting a mutual 
friend to place the blame on me.

"You're the most self-centered person 
on earth," said my friend Elizabeth later in 
the day. "Debbie was hurt. She said you 
acted so cold. Did you actually expect her 
to skip the funeral to help you decide on a 
car?"

"Why not?" I said. "I was planning to pay 
for lunch."

"Grow up!" shouted Elizabeth. "She has 
to go to a funeral. What do you expect her 
to do?"

"She could have called her dentist," I 
said, "and asked him to have his daughter's 
funeral rescheduled on another day. It's not 
as if the girl is dead for a limited number of 
days."

"Oh my God," said Elizabeth. "Have you 
gone out of your mind? Do you actually 
think Debbie's dentist should reschedule 
his daughter's funeral to a time more con 
venient for you?"

She had a point. "Not in his position," I 
admitted, "because he's not aware of my 
plans. But if he knew about my lunch date 
and still refused to budge, I'd have to say 
that his behavior was just as selfish as Deb- 
bie's was when she canceled lunch."

"Goodbye," said Elizabeth. "I need to 
call my therapist to figure out why I talk to 
you."

Later that night, I reviewed the day in 
bed and entertained the slender possibility 
that Elizabeth might have been right. 
Maybe a rescheduling of the funeral was

I V I «* i *„

too much to ask. Had I reacted selfishly in 
defending myself against Debbie's change 
in plans? "Perhaps I did," I concluded, 
"Perhaps there's a middle ground. Some 
way that Debbie could attend the funeral 
without canceling lunch with me."

Then it came to me! I could go to the 
funeral with Debbie and bring sandwiches 
along. The family would hardly notice us 
eating while in the throes of grief, and if the 
funeral director came over to protest, I 
could easily ward him off by responding 
loudly, "Sure, you can have a bite!"

This indeed was the penect solution. No 
inconvenience to the family. No inconve 
nience to me. Debbie would be at the 
funeral; and during a lull in the service, we 
could decide which car I should buy.

1 briefly considered waking my wife to 
see what she thought of my plan, but my 
wife is rather self-centered herself, and 
doesn't always like to hear my ideas at 4:00 
A.M. Yet luckily, the thought of waking her 
had made me look at the clock, and now I 
suddenly realized that I still had time to 
implement my scheme!

If I dressed and showered now, I could 
be al Safeway's all-night deli counter by 
5:00, buy two ham-and-Swiss-on-kaiser- 
roll specials, and get my black suit to the 
one-hour cleaner's, which opened up at 
6:00. By 7:00, I'd be dressed and on my 
way to Debbie's and we'd make the funeral 
parlor by 9:00. All I now had to do was mus 
ter the courage to wake up Debbie and 
present my idea.

"Are you out of your mind?" said Debbie 
in a groggy voice. "Don't you think anyone 
else lives on this planet but you?"

At first her anger startled me, but I 
quickly saw the light. "I'm really sorry," I 
said. "I don't know what came over me. 
You've told me a dozen times that you pre 
fer your sandwiches on rye bread and not 
on kaiser rolls." With that, she promptly 
hung up.

"Why are people so self-centered?" I 
thought to myself. "Does she actually think 
I have nothing more important to remem 
ber than her personal choice of bread?"

My wife now opened her eyes and chas 
tised me with annoyance in her voice. 
"Who were you talking to at four in the 
morning?" she asked. "You woke me from 
a sound sleep."

Another self-centered person was more 
than I could bear. "Aren't you even going to 
ask me," I screamed, "if I'm hungry and 
ordering pizza or if something is wrong 
with my car!"

"I'm sorry," she said meekly, sensing 
she'd stepped out of line. "I tend just to 
think of myself,"

"Forget it," I said. "Go back to sleep. 
Just don't wake up again. I plan to call 
Sportsphone for some ball scores and want 
to be able to hear them without any distrac 
tions from you." I always try to forgive and 
forget, hoping that if I'm ever self-centered 
myself, she'll give me a little slack. •
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Kow a major motion picture at a theater near you

NCAA REPLACES
PROP 42 WITH 

PROP "ASHTRAY"
Following a long debate over Proposition 42 

and whether or not it discriminates unfairly 
against poor black students, the NCAA has 
decided to replace it with Proposition 51. Unlike 
Proposition 42, under which an athlete is eligible 
for a scholarship only if he has both a 2.0 grade- 
point average and a minimum score of 700 on the 
SAT exam, Proposition 51 sets no academic 
requirements. Instead, the student athlete only 
needs to produce a finished clay ashtray that was 
made in arts and crafts class to be eligible for 
financial aid.

Upon hearing the news, Georgetown Univer 
sity coach John Thompson stormed off the bas 
ketball court, taking the basketball with him. 
The fact that he was in his backyard playing one- 
on-one with his son did not deter him as he 
angrily strode back into his home.

"Clay ashtrays aren't enough," said the irate 
coach, who still hasn't lived down the fact that he 
bungled America's chance at a gold medal in bas 
ketball in the 1988 Olympics. "What does a black 
kid know about clay and kilns?! We demand 
paper cutouts as well. We want wood shavings 
pasted on cardboard. Only then will I be satisfied 
and finish my one-on-one game against my son!"

NCAA officials declined comment on whether 
they would meet again to revise Prop 51.

-A.S.

Prop 51 requires the completion of one clay 
ashtray large enough to hold two cigarettes 
or one cigar.
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NEWS 
ROUNDUP
On April 27, Dr. Luigi Benedetti used a radio-spec- 
trograph to date a wad of gum found under a seat in 
a Roman amphitheater as nearly two thousand 
years old. Further tests revealed that the gum, 
though hard on the outside, was still sticky enough 
on the inside to adhere to Dr. Benedetti's shoe and 
later the carpeting of his car.

**************

The largest number yet accepted by mathemati 
cians is "a zillion jillion budillion," proposed on 
May 2 by Chuckie Nicholson, age eight, of Tampa, 
Florida. However, computers at the University of 
Chicago are currently testing a theory by Timmy 
Sbeiner, also eight, that this number could be made 
larger by adding "a gazillion" to it.

**************

A 1911 two-pengo Hungarian stamp, none of which 
are believed to have ever existed, was reportedly 
sold at a Swiss auction on May 15 for almost seven 
million dollars. However, several other varieties of 
stamps are considered rarer by philatelists, but 
since they are so scarce that no human has even 
been able to imagine them, they are not mentioned 
here.

**************

On May 26, Arthur Hughes of Phoenix, Arizona, 
said, "Go ahead, make my day!" to a coworker in his 
office, becoming the 112,887,349th person to use 
this expression in the belief that it was clever to do 
so and thus officially making it the most overused 
phrase in the English language, surpassing "It's not 
the heat, it's the humidity."

**************

Good news for kids! Engineers at Corning Glass 
Works have cast a magnifying lens with a diameter 
of forty-seven feet and a focal length of sixteen feet. 
The lens is capable of burning the legs off twelve 
hundred ants at once!

-S.Y.

Consumer
Safety
Commission
Bans
Stadium
Darts

Lamar Hunt threatened to move the Kansas City 
Chiefs to Limon, a bustling seaport in Costa Rica, if 
the Consumer Product Safety Commission ban on 
stadium darts is upheld by the US. Supreme Court.

Stadium darts, "which beat Rotisserie baseball all 
to hell," according to Dallas Cowboys president Tex 
Schramm, are used in a game similar to lawn darts. It 
is a sport, not of kings, but of NFL team owners, who 
use mortars to lob the heavy darts from their luxury 
boxes onto unsuspecting spectators.

Over the last decade, as many as 18,670 injuries 
have been reported involving the darts, including 
1 14 cases in which fans were literally ripped apart, 
not to mention hundreds of cracked thermoses and 
spilled beers. — D.W.

Contributors:
Nick Bakay

Dave Hanson 
Tony Kisch

Derek Pierce 
Andy Simmons

Dave Wielgus 
Steve Young
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***T* A* U*R*U*S* (4/20-5/20)***

c>f this singular indiscretion; that's Tau 
rus for you— even in a cloud of alcohol 
and semen you'll find a silver lining!

TAURUS (4/20-5/20): Around mid- 
rnonth you will foolishly lose your 
twenty-four-hour CashCard; even 
more foolishly, you had written your 
"ultra-secret code number" right on the 
card. A consistent Taurean bonehead, 
you neglect to report the card's loss to 
the bank for over a week; the only 
intelligent party in this tale is the bank, 
yvhich refuses to reimburse you your 
life's savings. All-Seeing Orb is fairly 
certain entire sum will be spent on 
heroin and crack—hey, somebody's 
gonna have a good time!

GEMINI (5/21-6/20): Don't become 
dispirited if spouse or significant other 
refuses to cooperate—some people 
come from sexually repressed back 
grounds and find the idea of including 
animals in the sex act somehow offen 
sive. Bring it up again when planetary 
aspects are more favorable and you 
have a larger supply of drugs on hand. 
,.. The moment has arrived to face up 
to things as they really are: your hernor- 
fhoids are so bad they are hanging out 
of your ass like a tail. New laser tech 
nology will provide relatively painless 
relief, but will unfortunately make you 
Sterile in the bargain. Just think of the 
cash you'll save on condoms alone, 
ya lucky bum!

-T.K.

FAMOUS TAURUSES: MarmMandel- 
baum, Vie Savage, Engelbert Dollfuss, 
Root Boy Slim, Paul Watkins, Georgios 
Papadopoulos, Blanche Barrow, Frank 
"Jelly" Nash, Atahuallpa, Guillaume 
Sam, Matthew Buchinger, and Mon 
sieur Chaubert, "The Fire King."

Your Birthday: Life may be demanding, 
sometimes difficult, but never dreary 
for a certain hot-blooded Taurus out 
there. You will liven up your office 
birthday party by getting unbelievably 
plowed and performing fellatio on 
"all comers" in the men's executive 
washroom. Though for the most part 
a source of acute future shame and 
ignominy, a couple of very rewarding 
new relationships will come as a result

Good 
News for 
Tower

John Tower has signed a 
lucrative deal with Anheuser- 
Busch, Inc. to replace dog- 
sot Spuds Mackenzie as 
Bud Light's advertising 
representative.

Tower will be known as 
"Party Animal Spuds Tower," 
and will be depicted as free- 
spirited and tipsy, a grinning 
man constantly surrounded 
by gorgeous young women of 
all nationalities.

MacKenzie has been kept 
on to do the "Party with Cau 
tion" facet of the campaign 
after Tower refused, citing a 
moral conflict.

-D.ff.

UN Forces Bring Peace to 
Nielsen-Gastineau Home

After a weekend of fierce arguing and fighting at the 
Brigitte Nielscn-Mark Gastineau household, United 
Nations forces were called in by frightened neighbors 
to keep the peace. The forces set up positions in the 
bedroom and kitchen, the two most volatile areas.

Clashes between the actress and the ex-football 
player have been reported for the past year. In one 
instance, Nielsen was tied to a chair and forced to 
watch film clips of herself acting.

UN forces colonel Hans Jurgensson, of Sweden, 
said, "We will not take sides. We are purely here to 
keep the two factions apart and ensure peace in the 
neighborhood,"

The colonel's last tour of duty was in the household 
of one Prince Charles and Princess Diana. — A.S.

UN forces en route to the Brigitte Nielsen- 
Mark Gastineau household, where violence broke 
out earlier this month.
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Inside
Larry
King

Some thoughts collected while wondering 
whatever became of Carmelita Pope, not to 
mention the Indian-head nickels and small 
dinner mints I've been hoarding under the 
cushions of the living-room couch.... If you're 
baking gingerbread men on a hot summer day 
and a pair of drunken elves sneak in your 
kitchen window for a game of Capture the 
Flag, for the love of God, DON'T PAT THEM 
ON THE POPOSIl! (It will only end in heart 
break.)... All right already with this Sally 
Jessy Raphael nonsense; I mean, I may not be 
Gloria Steinem, but darn it all, haven't women 
suffered enough with this bleeding thing they 
do? Must they also bear the hateful burden of 
this creature claiming sisterhood?!?... Now I 
Know Why His Lips Are Brown Dept.: Color me 
aghast when I watch this Arsenio Hall fellow 
roundly rimming his guests night after night 
in the name of quality entertainment and hos 
pitality. .. . And speaking of desperate efforts 
to be "loved," check out Mary Tyler Moore's 
smile these days; shades of the evil ventrilo 
quist's dummy in a bad horror movie. ... Penny 
for my thoughts: Who'll remember this "Ickey 
shuffle" folderol in five years' time when Mr. 
Woods, cut for having too much mileage on 
his ample hams and buttocks, pulls a nickel in 
Soledad for heisting a 7-Eleven on a cold win 
ter night?... Food for thought: How come you 
never hear about the gal who played Cathy, 
the good twin on the old Patty DuJce Show? 
Another great talent lost in the shadow of a 
pushy child star.... I hate to be bossy, but hey. 
Keith Richards, do you really want that ciga 
rette? ... This may be the deepest point I have 
ever reached in my column without mention 
ing food. I guess I'm just not hungry today. 
Tell you what, just in case I get the urge to 
chew on something, be a sweetheart and 
leave a snout-cheese knish slathered with 
Goober Grape in a bucket on my doorstep.... 
Am I the only one who feels a deep need to 
dole out several lethal slaps on the back of 
Rhea Perlman's pygmy calves with a leather 
strop?... Lumpy thespian Wilford Brimley 
apparently will not report to any set unless 
industrial-size drums of batter are provided 
by cowering agents of management... .At 
the risk of seeming petty, isn't the moniker 
Archbishop Tutu a trifle fey?... OUCH! OH, 
SWEET JESUS! I JUST CAUGHT MY NOSTRILS 
ON A GARDEN RAKE! Ohhhhh, I just hate it 
when that happens, especially when the 
darned prongs are laced with searing dollops 
of navel jelly.... Community Bulletin Board:

Pop Star Rick Astley 
Sues Himself for 
Plagiarism: second single

Sounds 
"Just Like"
His First, 
He Claims

"The melody, the synthesizer riffs, the drum- 
machine rhythms, the voice—the whole kit and 
kaboodte's exactly the same," groaned baby-faced 
teen idol Rick Astley in testimony against himself. 
Astley alleges that his second release, 'Together For 
ever" violates the copyright laws protecting the 
"rhythmic and melodic sanctity" of his first single, 
"Never Gonna Give You Up." The objection of 
Astley's defense lawyer that his client's testimony rep 
resented "flagrant conflict of interest" was overruled.

The prosecution seemed to present compelling evi 
dence when it played for the court a special recording 
that combined the two ballads. Astley, in the role of 
defendant, was visibly baffled and couldn't identify 
which of his two hits was being played at any given 
time. —D.P.

Like to take time out here to say a few words 
about a dear friend who only knows one way 
to give: UNTIL IT HURTS. A man whose middle 
name is love, and a man who is always there 
for a good cause—telethons, golf tourna 
ments, pancake festivals—at any hour of the 
night. I'm speaking, of course, about Sterling 
Passaic. Sterling Passaic, ladies and gentle 
men: Samaritan, friend, hero, and proud 
owner of nipples the size of tollhouse cookies. 
... Do I stand alone in my concern for today's 
younger generation and this profiteering psy 
chobabble masquerading as a crazed fad 
known as telephone "rap lines"? Why, just the 
other night I played the voyeur and eaves 
dropped on a local line catering to young 
teens, and do you know that not one of the lit 
tle turds would give Uncle Larry their phone 
number! ... Quickly now! Tell me something 
you're hideously ashamed of.... Uh-huh.... 
Hmmmmm.... Oh my. ... What? Oh, wouldn't 
you know, we're out of space, but I promise 
I'll tell you next time. I'll give you a hint: it 
involves James Brolin and a wad of phlegm. 
... Till then, I'm Larry King. -N.B.
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V
IS IT JUST 

MOl ,OR PIP AN 
EERIE CHILL JUST 

WAFT IN?

A POPE THE 
HAMPTONS/

:JS

\l

••I O''S1
>^

>/&\.O

J..,I'M SORRV.I HAP 
MO /PPA I TOCKTHe

LAST KTIW/-ANP- 
50PRASSATA TART/

IS THIS A PRIVATE 
SH/NPI&,OR CAN 
ANYONE THROW
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"SECRETIN"' GLAND JUPITER, World's No. 1 Slab of Stud Tartare, says:

Don't Be A Patsy Your Butt!
Let ME SHOW How I Can Make You a Really 
Butch Dude From Your Head Right Down to
Your DNA Structure!!! Take a brutal, honest look at yourself: 
Are you proud to be selected for the naked team in a neighborhood "Shirts 
and Skins" pickup game?

Does it hurt to realize your breasts are fuller and more appealing 
than those of the girls who have gathered to .watch the game? Do 
they bounce and hurt as you feebly amble down the field, forever 
doomed to be bringing up "the rear" on a "fast break"?

Does humiliation brand a scarlet letter into your dan- $** 
gling, pendulous, porridge-like "spare lire" when she puts 
her arm around your waist on a "slow dance" selection at 
the AMVBT Armory social? ,

I know how you feel, for 1 loo was once A WHINING 
WEAKLING WHO LIVED IN FEAR OF BEING SENT 
TO PRISON AND BEING PASSED AROUND LIKE A 
297-POUND INFLATABLE LOVE DOLL!!!

HOW I CHANGED FROM A MOUSE TO A 
MUTATED, DE-EVOLVED AGGRESSOR!
One day, I discovered the secret that changed me from a "pussy" 
into the World's No. 1 Slab of Stud Tanare! —a"magic formula" 
that can transform YOU into the scariest guy on the docks!

What's my secret? ANABOLIC STEROIDS. No theory, no 
gadgets, no nosy private coaches butting into your "inner self," 
just a simple dosage taken ninety-seven times daily!

MY "SECRET" WORKS FAST!
Under my system, your body will be bombarded with the 
restructuring miracle of ANABOLIC STEROIDS. Once you 
quit your present job, alienate those close to you, begin work as 
a bouncer so you have all day to "pump iron" and catch some 
"rays." and generally "embrace ihe lifestyle of a real man," the 
results will come FAST and HARD like the blows your new, turj- 
sten-hard fists will dole out to the skulls of people whose "faces 
you just don't like" at ihe "rumble" bars that will become your new 
"home away from home"!!!

DO YOU WANT. . .
BIZARRE MOOD SYHNOS7 

I ran guarantee you thiit within one month of sorting 
my program, people will fear yuu and your frighten 
ing, manic rage more than they would (i wild hoar 
running loose in their bedroom!

SHRIVELED, HESTflUCTUflED lESIIClES? 
To "heck" with llie darned tilings anyway. All they 
evcrdid ivas provide your enemies with a soft, oh-so- 
vulntrable target, and hurdcn you with llic guilty 
possibility of bringing "new jifc forms" into man 
kind's final and most disturbing hours.

HUQE MANDIBLE JAW3? 
End those nagging, "no 
body wins" theological 
arguments with a simple, 
bone-snapping bite on 
the skull.

THE N MAIL THIS NOW!!!
"SECRETIN"' GLAND JUPITER

1776 Sterling 1'assaic Industrial Blvd.. 
The Forbidden ^onc. NJ.

Yes sir, Mister Gland, SIR! I want the total package. Enclosed is my check for 
56,000.00, I also understand that as of week seven of this "miraculous, life-chang 
ing process," 1 shall willingly forfeit my rights as a member of the Homo Sapiens 
classification of mammals, and may find myself available to major American zoos 
for display purposes only.

Name,,... I....,,.,......,.........,,.....,...,.....,........,..,,.......,,.....

Address......

City & State..............................Zip Code.

BULBOUS, AWESOME 
MUSCLES AND POWER? 
Find out what it was 
really like to he the man- 
lieast who roamed the 
earth and killed lois 
of dinosaurs! Many of 
our satisfied customers 
claim to have had flash 
backs to a simpler time 
when life was a primal 
struggle for survival and 
a man could smell fresh 
Mood from a distance of 
three miles!

THE INSULT
THAT

MADE MIKE 
GO BERSERK!

( HEY/ QUIT KICKING
\ SAMP ON us, you
\ 0UTTHOL.E ' -

T? -/ THINKS HE

• HEY, YOU FAG.' I'D RIP YOUR 
AtWl OUT AT THE SHOULPER 
AND RAM IT UP YOUR ASS , 
BUT VOU'£> PROBABLY LIKE IT.'

HOUV MOTHER OF GOO '. HIS 
JOHNSON'S IHE SIZE OF* PLAUTAIN}
WHAT A PICK! VOHrPON'T LET
HE'S PROBABLY I IT BOTHEK YOU,

LATENT! ,-A NUM6 NUTS!

FUCK! I'ft SICK OF PUSSING OUT. 
GLANPJUPire/t SAYS HE CAN TURN 
ME INTO A RETROGRESSIVE M&H- 
BEflST! I'U TdKE fl GOffSLf ANPTHIS SERUM;

ME NOW AM... AM AM I* At.-GUY,
UURKRGHH ,HM**«...tfE Stf,f-iL
PUSSV... KrLL.KIUi-... THANK

YOU, GLAHP JUPITER.'

MC SMEUL PUSSY t(HV ME SWEU. 
euUYFARrS.'KPU..' FUCK! Kill! 
FUCK)

NOW VOU PART ! } /J*M*!OH} 
THBN I KILL YOU.' j ( OOR STOP
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THANK GOC? T HAP MY 
SPARE RUBBER A/OSE 
WITH ME,3£CAUS£. THIS 

WAS /N A
W0RU?

AMP THE \NHIM O^ TH&

FT WAS A HUM/P SUMMER
NIGHT IN NYC 
OF NIGHT THAT MAKes A 
GROWN O.OWN FEEL Lf/Tf 

LIV/N' 'IN 'THE PIMPLE

MOBODY TURNED Uf 
FOR US TO &GAT OM, 
WE TUftNEP A&AINST

X
r HOPE you CAN

, &OZO!
z WAS
CLGWM CENTRAL FOR THS 
TIME-

PUM TA PUM PUM 
.-, THE WORNINS 
LIGHT IS SHINING 
LIKE A REP RUBBER 

.'//...
STOP IT! GOT 

GET A GRIP
MY— fW... HOU/ 
SHIT, IS THAT 
PSIPTAYt-OR

BUDDIES IN 'MAM 
A MOTHER 

&O&S POIVN ON

fYOU LEATHERNECKS .' 
LET'S FINPSPWe BOHJOVl

IN FROM 
FOE THE NIGHT.'

ANPSCAKB 
THE SHIT 
OUT OF-

SAXS THAT 
ABOUT 
MOMMY!L-ET'S KILL 

THEM/

I MAY BE A SWEATSHOP ScARAMOUCHG (AMD A DAMN GOOD OME, BUB/ )/ BUT X'£.L BE THE f=/RGT ON£ 
TO TELL YOU IT'S FATE THAT BRANDISHES THE B/GG.GST PAPOt-G? Otfe MfNUTEF YQL/'&e OO&MeC? 
TO F>LAY EIGHT SH&WS A &AY '** PAVY JONES'S LOCKER , AN& THB MBXT MIMUTE. YOU'RE IN THE 
BLUE FUCKING i-AGOOM•' XisS, MY f=Rt£ND& , I'G> WASH£G> UP IN THE HAMPTONS ! THE

Story by: NICK 8AKAV 
Art W: ALAN KUPPERBERG
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0F CQURSBtPARAPISS CAN I 
BE A LOT LIKE NEWARK IF }
You're sKGKe. z MAP TO k
HUMILIATE. MYSELF TO SET I
THE JACK TO&l=TH£R FOff )
A JITNEY TICKET BACK \

TO THE CtTY .
'I "I —— ~*- —— ———"^———————•———————m^^^-^————J

TAKBME LOKG 
TO GSE 7-f*f=j*£ wefte. 
TWO KtN&SOFf^EOPt-G 
//V THS HAMPTOWS,

CAN i INTERE&TYOU IN 
SOME SPECIAL SAUCE FOR 
THAT, POLL?,.,WIBNERS.'

Z KM£\N sue HAP BL ue. 
BLOOP ANP 8LUE BALLS

BUT THAT 
MY KNOB 

" F=L/L.L.

PON'T STC3P
AT US , I'LL 

My PAPPY TO 
HAVE /C>U SHOT LIKE

ANPHE IS \WWKf THAT 
SCOOOOO J CLOWN IS 
GORGEOUS'.} STARING AT 

US AC»AJN'

OUT HER FATHS& F'KAC.- 
T/CALL.YOWN££> THE 
FUCMMG PLACE,' HOW 
STKANSBf fOKL THS f=//?ST

I ACTUALLYF^-L-T
-CLASS,

GET A GRIP ON .__ .__. ,
THIS ISN'T LIKE. YC>U>

WRONG ,I'M r&£ w&sTONe TO TEL.L y&u THAT .
TK.ACKS. JT COV&KEO TtJE &A6T •&/£>£,

THATZ

/NAT ALL

., G000 CLOWN CAN ALWAYS Ft UP AN 
ALLEY,SVeNfN THEGUAINTESTLITTLE
BUR&,ANP WHetze THege's AN ALLEY

PHO.U A THERE'S SURE TO BE A NEWOUS 
%AO-T LAP SSLLJN& Uff^KS,

CfCffO/C£> T &OTALLAROUNOTOWM 
BUTZ COULDN'T £GCAf£ TH£ffeALtTY

(-Its WAMG WAS sf*&£mfz,ANG> tr 
BROKE MfHEAfrr TO se> e A YOUNG
L,Ae> WITtf SUCH A 
TtON YBAf^NtNC HOPSL-ISSB L.Y 

L/7~n.f HtGH-CLASS TAfL •

vSuVENeVER' "^oTsTRTTAuTMV
\ pTKr^^K ^^^TS»OPLOC^N& SgEN BtON" GIRLFRIENPS HAVE 
/ ^^Xt^^^"***" , PUB.C HAIR/ MUSTACHeS,SMELLffC>L.A(RS ..
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//V THATMOM&JT SOMETW/MG 0££P /MSt&G ME

.' THESE
3TAfl/K-L/f<e LAST

f'O SPENT MY WHOLE LIFE LOST /MA G&A 
0&AIN WAS , 0AffK9LQV£A MA*/ WITH 

AM

I WANT a^ERVTHlNG YOU'VE 
SOT ON PAB6L0-PDUSI NO ., „

VES WAV.' IT'S 
THE BIG EVENT 

OP THE 
SUMMED .'

ARE 
TO
COM I NO-OUT

TOGETHER WE ARE 
THE GNPt-ESS LINKS OF 
THE SERPENT/SEPARATELY
We ARE UfJE COWERING

PRIVILEOEP HANPS 
ARE SOiLEp WITH THE BLOOP 
CPFTHE

TENNIS CALLUS IS 
SAtALL NEXT TO THOSE CAUSEP
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WHEN THE 
RISE UP IN REVOLUTION 
WILL THE RICH MAN 
TAKE HEEP ANP 

H IS ...

I RAISE MV GLASS IN, IT WAS COURTA/EY'S B/G 
WASiSXCiTCC? K/OHT
MY SAGGV FA^TS, L-AIP By A WHITE ' AND TO THE FINE, 

PEOPLE
\tt-y WITH THEIRJ&V THE MA Of C -

X. . .PRESENCE.''
t on My GOP!
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SY #OW tT 
CV/V.P, /T WAS THe PAWfJ

WAS CL&4K THAT SOME

NIMA /BA 05, AMP Ct>UFTN EV, FOR Cff r/VIES 
AGAINST THE STATE YOU ARE 
WEAK THE SAMP PRESS EVE 

ONE WHOl-g YEA

WHY IS IT 
THAT G0OP 

(SIRLS/AU/VAYS 
WANT "TO GO

... y'oi/ AXE s&VT£/vc&? TO pur
ALL THAT f=>tfofl/y-t.t0ef*A L.

you

&UT eVEKy IN&UISITION MUST COME TOM 
END. AFT&* THE THRfLL £>/= THff COUP 
P'STAT, I HAVE TO ACWtr X STAKTCP TO 
MISS THE. UF£ OF A CAREFKEE CL0WM fiW 
THE LQQS& IN GOTHAM- Wf

AND THAT WAS <JUST nvffssawfvwG

CHfCK CGVteA
weKeevew Fcttceo T& TRANSCRIBE.

"AMP
TOUCH"/ Z <S£T 7K> tfVOU/ THG ffEAL ME-. I 

PEELING THE GNtQN f
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EARL'S
Bl CEPS
BY MARK WALTERS

THE NIGHT 1 LOST MY- VIRGINITY I 
SAW EARL MARTELL'S BICEPS PRESSED 
AGAINST THE INSIDE PANEL OF MY CAR 
door. Actually, it was my father's car door—that 
of a 1968 Chevy Impala—and it was a June night 
and Norma Sue Schmidtberger lay beneath me on 
the backseat, her blond hair, redolent of sweat and 
oil and apricot conditioner, streaming across the 
cracked, black vinyl and her panties lying in a 
sweei, soft heap on the floorboard.

I decided not to say anything about the biceps to 
Norma Sue because I hadn't quite finished what 
we'd begun and I didn't want to alarm her. So 1 
continued rocking above and she lay smiling 
beneath, her eyes closed and her tongue occasion 
ally coming out to probe the edge of her lips, and 
every so often her jaw would drop a bit and she'd 
sort of flinch as if I were hurting her and I would 
ease up, swelling slightly with pride, unaware thai 
only my young and bony hips were responsible. 
All this time, though, I was conscious of the 
biceps flexing and trembling not six inches from 
my face.

Well, this went on for a good period and then 
afterward, when we had lain silently for a respect 
able time, I whispered, "Do you see that?" and 
nodded my head toward the biceps. Norma Sue 
turned her face toward it, and instead of scream 
ing like a topless starlet in a horror film —which I 
half expected—she just began giggling, silently at 
first, so that she looked kind of crazy in the moon 
light and I became a little afraid of her, of what lay 
beneath me out there six miles from town, and 
then loudly, so that I had to put my hand over her 
mouth for fear that the owner of the biceps might 
be offended and wring my scrawny neck.

"Thai's Earl's biceps!" she cried, right after 
she bit my palm hard enough to draw blood and 
force tears to my astonished eyes. "We've been 
blessed!"

1 wasn't sure what she meant by this, but when 
the first hot mist of pain cleared from my eyes, 1 
saw the man connected to the biceps lift it from 
the door and then walk from the car, (he moon 
light shimmering on his (continued on page 44)
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back and his boots crunching along the 
gravel on his way back into town,

I HAD BEEN TOLD THAT EARL
Martell had the biggest left biceps in Swal- 
lowville. He did curls with a heavy dumb 
bell all winter so thai come summer he 
could show it off to folks. Of course his 
right biceps wasn't big at nil; it was just an 
average guy's biceps, sort of slender and 
pale, barely wide enough for a good tattoo. 
I guess Earl never did curls with his right 
arm.

People also told me that Swallowvillians 
knew summer had officially arrived when 
three things showed up on Main Street: 
long-legged girls in cutoff shorts and tube 
tops, newly sunburnt boys hollering and 
trying to win the attention of long-legged 
girls, and Earl Mar toll's biceps hanging big 
and bared out the driver's-side window of 
hisBuick Roadmaster.

Now, people unfamiliar with Swallow- 
ville. people like me and rny family who 
had arrived only recently, who had driven 
in off the interstate and then stood around 
like a flock of nervous chickens in front of 
Wool worth's, sipping Coca-Colas and 
inspecting our new hometown, wouldn't at 
first see the connection between the first 
two signs of summer and the third, 
wouldn't recognize the bond between teen 
agers strutting and preening and Earl's 
biceps lying solid against his car door. But 
everyone else in Swallowville .saw it.

Earl's biceps was as true as a warm south 
erly wind lo these folks, as vital as a slow, 
steady rain. Everyone began to anticipate it 
toward late March, could almost smell it, 
they claimed, resting beneath a Wind- 
breaker sleeve or riding beside Earl in his 
Roadmaster. By the first of June, when he 
usually unsheathed it. they were primed to 
watch it swell against the maroon metallic 
paint of the door; they themselves were 
ready to live for three months, oiled and 
hot.

So, during the long weeks of summer, 
when you couldn't swing a cat without hil 
ling a brown and mostly naked sunbather. 
when even old-timers walked the cool 
aisles of the Piggly Wiggly wearing no 
more than they could peel off at the drop of 
a hat, Earl ranged the area and flexed his 
biceps. I guess that he believed in his heart 
that a summer's day in Swallowville was 
just fifteen hours of foreplay leading to the 
short summer's night, and he assumed the 
role—had it foisted upon him by the towns 
people—of beneficent voyeur and fertility 
god. All that meant was that he got to watch 
all the carryings-on and that folks consid 
ered the presence of his biceps a lucky 
thing.

For instance —as it was explained lo me 
by fat Mr. Darl at the Dairy Queen —one of 
the local boys might be kneading Copper- 
tone into the bare shoulders of his sweet 
heart, straddling her bikinied bottom and 
occasionally dropping his oiled palms to

the tanned and lightly downed small of her 
back (at this point in the description, Mr. 
Darl paused and let his tongue rest upon his 
moist and heavy lower lip—a gesture that 
made the hair on the back of my neck stand 
up), and this boy might begin lo feel a little 
short of breath, and his sweetheart might 
too; anil if they would look toward the 
street and Earl just happened to be cruising 
by, his biceps glaring in the afternoon sun. 
they could be certain that the moment had 
been consecrated and that the evening 
would bring unspeakable joys.

I told Mr. Darl that it all sounded pretty 
crazy to me, and then 1 ordered a Buster Bar 
so he'd have to get up from the red booth in 
which we .sat.

"Mark my words, boy!" he shouted from 
behind the counter, hitching up his baggy 
brown slacks as he shuffled toward the 
freezer. "Earl Martell is king around here

"THAT1
EARL'S

BICEPS!"
SHE CRIED,

RIGHT 
AFTER SHE

BIT MY 
PALM HARD 
ENOUGH TO

EEN

each summer! But come fall..."
1 didn't hear what he had to say about fall 

because by that time I \l slipped out the side 
door and mounted my bicycle and ridden 
away as fast as a madman, feeling sort of 
nauseous that I had sat in a deserted Dairy 
Queen with fat Mr. Darl and listened to 
stories about EaiTs biceps.

Late that same night as I lay in bed, 
sweating and recalling in graphic detail my 
evening with Norm a Sue Schmidtberger. 
I heard my mother scream. At first I re 
mained perfectly still, frozen with fearthat 
some burglar would burst into my room 
•and sec me there, vulnerable and aroused 
beneath my light cotton pajamas. But soon 
I was able to get up and peek from my door 
and 1 saw my father, pull ing up a pair of tro 
phy-printed boxer shorts and wielding a 
baseball bat, rush onto the front porch.

"I'll bet they saw Earl's biceps," said 
Jessica, my little sister. She had appeared 
next to me in the hallway, rubbing both her

fists into her eyes, as if she were adjusting a 
tiny pair of binoculars.

It occurred to me that she was probably 
right, and I knit rny brow. What in the world 
had my parents been doing that would 
invite Earl Martell to show up, to stand 
quietly in the darkened hedges and lay his 
biceps inside their open bedroom window?

The thought of their having sex was 
abhorrent to me. particularly their having 
sex in the summer, which meant that the top 
sheet and the bedspread would be peeled 
back or kicked to the floor, that they'd be 
rolling around right out in the open like a 
pair of greased wrestlers.

Lloyd But/, my best friend in junior high 
.school, had once told me that one July night 
he'd watched his parents —who believed 
he was camping out in the backyard of a 
neighbor—move stark-naked from room to 
room doing the dirty deed. In one particu 
lar moment of passion, they swept his Little 
League Most Improved Batter trophy from 
the top of his dresser, snapping the small, 
gold player at the plate in half, right at his 
torso. It took all of the strength Lloyd could 
muster not to cry out in anguish from where 
he stood outside his open bedroom win 
dow, but he bit his lip and turned and fled 
into the darkness, blinded by tears of anger 
and confusion. The next morning, while 
Lloyd ate his Lucky Charms cereal and 
wept bitterly at the sight of his trophy on 
the counter, a little lopsided and crusty with 
glue, his mother said that the cat had done 
it. Merv. their cat, merely raised his enor 
mous head from his paws and glared at her, 
and Lloyd's dad, from behind his news 
paper, cleared his throat. I was never able 
to look at Mr. and Mrs. Butz again with 
out imagining them naked, locked in a 
sweaty July embrace over a comic-strewn 
dresser top.

"It had to be Earl's biceps," Jessica 
repeated, and then I shooed her back to her 
bedroom, swinging at her sleep-tangled 
hair.

When the police arrived and my mother 
told them about the peeping Tom who had 
flexed his biceps inside their window, the 
tall one, who looked a little like Bobby 
Goldsboro, just smiled and said. "That'd be 
Earl Martell. ma'am." And then he winked 
at my dad knowingly.

Of course they wouldn't arrest Earl, but 
they did shake my parents' hands vigor 
ously and congratulate them a hundred 
times on their way out the front door.

Things continued pretty much like this 
through June and July: Earl's biceps would 
appear swollen and hard against the inside 
panel of my car door while Norma Sue and I 
humped in the backseat; and every couple 
of weeks I'd hear my mother scream late at 
night and my father crash awkwardly 
through the house, pulling up his boxer 
shorts and gripping a Louisville Slugger. 
Early mornings at the doughnut shop I'd 
listen to full-bellied, sunbaked old men in 
overalls, smoking cigarettes and drinking
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coffee, making comments such as "Earl 
stopped by last night," while everyone in 
the place nodded and laughed lustily; and 
in the afternoons I'd hear blond, heavily 
mascaraed girls at their K mart cash regis 
ters ask one another things like "So when's 
Earl going to pay you and Bobby Reid a 
visit?" while patient customers smiled and 
searched their handbags for red billfolds or 
suede-covered checkbooks.

One Saturday afternoon when my family 
and I were downtown, looking at new color 
TVs in the window of Duckwall's, Earl 
cruised by in his Roadmaster and my father 
ran right out into the middle of the street to 
confront him.

"Get out of that car, you damn pervert!" 
he shouted over Earl's biceps. But before 
anything could come of it, half the town 
showed up on (he sidewalk and moved 
through the parked cars to the Buick where 
my father stood, his fists raised and the 
blue vein in his forehead throbbing.

"I wouldn't do that if 1 were you," said 
Galen Elbow, who managed the Pay Less 
Shoe Store and who had the biggest ears I 
had ever seen. "Why don't you just go back 
over to your family there before trouble 
starts."

And my father looked at the stern faces 
surrounding him and decided, after just 
a little reflection, to take Galen Elbow's 
advice.

TOWARD THE END OF JULY I 
began to jog. This was after I had received a 
form letter from Coach Krub —a thin man 
with thin blond hair and large yellow teeth
— inviting me to go out for the Swallowville 
High football team. I would set my alarm 
for 7:00 A.M. each morning and hit the 
streets. But by the middle of the first week I 
decided that 1 lacked the tools necessary 
for the successful athlete and that sleep 
was more vital to my psychological and 
emotional well-being than exercise. I had 
decided this on the last leg of my morning 
route just before I saw young Mrs. Fantini
— who.se husband drove a truck for Dolly 
Madison pastries—step out onto her lawn 
in a black negligee to retrieve an ill-thrown 
newspaper.

"Morning!" I shouted as I passed, quick 
ening my pace to what must have been a 
ridiculous breakneck sprint.

Mrs. Fantini turned and smiled at me, 
her biack hair falling about the thin black 
straps of her negligee and her golden 
breasts heaving softly against the warm and 
windless July morning.

O what thoughts laid waste to the hours 
after that moment! 1 had previously spent 
much of my spare time leafing through the 
pages of women's lingerie advertisements 
in the fat Montgomery Ward catalogs, 
imagining scenarios in which 1 would show 
up at the front door of a given model to 
solicit pledges for a heart disease bike-a- 
thon, and she, apologetic for being in her 
underwear only, would invite me in. Now I

had a real fiesh-and-blood object for my 
fantasies who lived just a stone's throw 
from my bedroom.

The next morning I rose early and show 
ered, combed my hair, and doused myself 
with Old Spice. Wearing a clean athletic 
supporter that 1 had taken from my father's 
bureau drawer—a supporter loo large to be 
comfortable but that would look impres 
sive dangling from Mrs. Fantini's slender 
fingers—! went out to run.

Trying not to perspire, I walked quickly 
to the Fantini house and moved their morn 
ing paper from the front step to the middle 
of the lawn. Then I walked to the end of the 
block and stood behind a blue Gremlin and 
waited for Mrs. Fantini to appear in her 
slinky black negligee.

About this time Earl drove by in his 
Buick Roadmaster, his biceps enormous 
and beautiful against the maroon door, and

<*YOU BEST 
GO HOME 
AND GET

YOUR 
BASEBALL

"TONIGHT'S
THE NIGHT

WE KILL
EARL 

MARTELL."
I nearly wept with joy. "Thank you, thank 
you, thank you," 1 said aloud, clasping my 
hands together and pacing back and forth 
beside the Gremlin.

I repeated this ritual each morning for 
three days, loping past Mrs. Fantini as she 
bent over to pick up her paper, saluting or 
calling "Hey!" as I went by. She might have 
invited me in that first day, but I was so 
excited that 1 inadvertently broke wind in 
mid-stride before her. I'm sure I sounded 
like a fat old plowhorse, and Mrs. Fantini's 
face registered surprise and amusement. I, 
of course, ran as fast as I could for home, 
hot with humiliation and cursing the day 
I was born.

She did, however, invite me in on the 
third morning. On the waterbed she usually 
shared with Mr. Fantini, she knelt over my 
cologne-soaked body; and as we swayed 
with the gentle roll of the mattress, I saw 
that delicate beads of perspiration had 
formed on her downy lip and her darkened

cleavage. What indescribable joy I experi 
enced that summer morning!

But it was not to last. Within minutes she 
screamed "Fuck!" and leaped to the win 
dow, bringing down the sash with a bang 
just a split second after Earl had yanked his 
blood-engorged biceps from the sill.

"I'm ruined!" she cried. "What will the 
neighbors say? What will Vito say?"

I wasn't sure what everyone would say, 
especially Vito with his big sideburns- 
glossy black things that probably smelled 
of Dolly Madison confection —but I didn't 
want to find out. I gathered up my shorts 
and my father's supporter and I crept from 
the room while Mrs. Fantini raged at the 
heavens.

AUGUST AND SEPTEMBER WERE
filled with surprises for me and my family. 
One hundred and eighty pregnancies were 
reported in Swallowville, a number that 
would have been startling in any other town 
of two thousand, but was, according to the 
locals, pretty typical in these parts. Among 
those blessed were Mrs. Fantini, Norma 
Sue Schmidtberger, and my mother. I was at 
first horrified by the news of all three, but I 
learned that Vito believed Earl had come 
while he had been blind with passion after a 
long week on the road (the neighbors, if 
they had seen anything that July morning, 
weren't talking); Norma Sue told me that 
Earl had visited her and Tod Jennings twice 
that summer and that Tod had a black 
Camaro, so the baby was probably his; and 
my mother and father were so proud and 
excited about having a third child that 1 too 
came to accept the idea of another sibling.

The biggest surprise, though, came on 
the night before what would be the first 
frost of the year. My family and I had 
walked downtown after supper, drawn by 
the sound of chanting and the reflection of 
light on the evening sky. At the city park we 
saw hundreds of Swallowvillians gathered, 
brandishing torches and pitchforks and 
rough-hewn clubs and shouting with sav 
age and hysterical glee. As we watched 
from the sidewalk, Galen Elbow broke 
from the mob and walked toward us, 
smacking a two-by-four against his palm. I 
noticed that the reflection of the orange 
light played so fiercely on his giant ears that 
they themselves appeared to be ablaze.

"You best go home and get your baseball 
bat," he said to my father. "Tonight's the 
night we hunt down and kill Earl Martell."

MY MOTHER AND JESSICA CHOSE
to stay at home and make Rice Krispies 
cookies rather than go on the hunt, but my 
father and I armed ourselves and went back 
to the park. He had his Louisville Slugger 
and I had a blue-ringed croquet mallet 
whose head kept falling off.

We placed ourselves in the middle of the
mob for the start of the chase. There, lhave

continued on page 106
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Buoy, oh buoy! 
Iiu-Lu's all vtet just 
thinking about the 
price, which is only 
$8.96.1 must have 
water on the brain 
to be selling it this 
low. ^_ These brand-new golf clubs, 

which prompted my neighbor 
Joe "Arnie" Palmer to remark, 
"Hey, Morty, those are nice 
clubs,"were only used by my 
little old wife on her way to the 
clubhouse. At 531.95, you're 
tighter than a worm's snatch if 
you say no to these beauties.
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Hey, buddy! Yeah, you. No, not the one with the zits,
the rich-lookin' guy. Yeah. Lug your carcass over
here! Have I got a deal for you! Hell, I got loads of
deals! Everything's goin' 'cause I'm goin'! Can't tell

you the details, but I'm history in this state once the
sale's over. So, with the help of my lovely wife,

Peaches, and my luscious daughters, Lu-Lu, Dotty,
and Bunny, it's time for

Moray's

Garage Sale!
Would you believe I caught 
these animals wandering the 
walls of the Knights of Colum 
bus lodge? I guarantee you, if 
any of these clowns goes poops 
on your carpet, 111 give you 
double your money back! ^.

What? I Only twenty 
Claras for these two 
biltes? But they come 
with ray daughters' 
crotch Juices! All right, 
all right, send me the 
dough and you can boast 
to your pals you stiffed 
Morty,
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Here are two lovely examples 
of modern American water con 
tainers that will do any living 
room proud. They are both over 
two years old, which in Michi 
gan means they are considered 
well on their way to being an 
tiques. What do Ihear? $1.80?!? 
Pal, you're rabbin' me blind 
here) That's my wife's favorite 
water jug. Okay, okay, a buck 
and four bits.

Forget cars that are taxi -tested tough or ram tough 
or tested on the back roads of Morocco. Forget 
suitcases dropped from planes or trampled by ele 
phants—this scale's the one that's gone ten rounds 
with a real bruiser! And I'm givin' It to you at a 
price that's highway robbery!

To Order: Dial 1-800-1HONDLE
or wire cash to Morty's Garage 

P.O. Box 68SOO 
Union, Hew Jersey 
00005

Hew Jersey residents add 15 percent sales tax.
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Wouldn't you hill to be the books between 
these bookendsl Excuse me, what did you 
say? Hey, those are my daughters, pally!! 
It's all right, just send four George Wash- 
ingtons and a note that says, "Hey, Morty, 
toss me over those bookends," ana they're 
as good as yours.

This is the best deal in the house. I 
can only give these up so cheap 'cause 
my wife has this crazy notion they're 
haunted. She claims the eyes watch 
her when she showers. I say I dont 
watch her, why should they? She 
dont buy it, but at $3.95 each, maybe 
you will.

MORTY 
LOVES
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Where the Girls Are
A Guide to the Hot Spots and Scenes
by Gerry Sussman

This is where it's all
happening—the girls, the sex,

the parties, the uninhibited
madness that happens only
in the summer. Forget about

AIDS, safe sex, social
diseases, and your own

hang-ups. This is summer.
You only live once. And these

days they have a cure for
everything.

HOT SPOTS: 
UNITED STATES

Mr. Nice Guy's
Daytona Beach, Florida

The hottest bar in town. Every night is a 
major event because every night is planned 
around an exciting theme. Friday is "Ugly 
Guy Night." The twenty ugliest guys in the 
room, as judged by an expert panel, will 
receive extraordinary sexual favors from 
the twenty pretties! girls in the room. Sat 
urday is "Polish Night." [f you can prove 
you are Polish or of Polish extraction, you 
will get a blowjob from a St. Bernard. Sun 
day is "Amateur Male and Female Stripper 
Night." The best ten male and female strip 
pers are awarded to each other. Monday is 
"What's Your Sign Night." If you were born 
under the sign of the moment you get a free 
Robin Byrd tape. Tuesday is "Lucky Num 
ber Night." If you draw the lucky number 
you get a warm and loving companion for 
the night. Wednesday is "Blonds Have 
More Fun Night." Any guy who is a natural 
blond or who dyes his hair blond gets a fine, 
foxy lady of the same hair color. Thursday 
is "Open House," when lots of easy women 
are all over the place.

The Amazon Societies

California

The Amazon Societies are networks of 
clubs whose membership consists exclu 
sively of women over six feet tall. Some arc 
even over seven feet. These women are a 
sadly neglected part of our society. Not 
only do they have problems buying suitable 
clothing and furniture, but even worse, 
they cannot find warm, loving men. These 
women are strikingly beautiful and intelli 
gent, but because of their imposing height, 
they scare away most guys, except basket 
ball players. And basketball players love 
small women they can flip around like bas 
ketballs (they have enough height to con 
tend with on the court).

The shocking truth is that these statu 
esque beauties prefer small men, preferably 
two or three at a time. If you don't mind 
sharing a nice piece of Amazon with one or 
two other guys, you will have one of the 
great sexual experiences of your life. Most 
guys like to share an Amazon with stran 
gers rather than with their buddies.

If you want to go solo with an Amazon, 
it's your picnic. Just be prepared for a long 
night. They get very cranky when they're 
not completely satisfied.

The best Amazon clubs are located in 
bars around the Los Angeles area (Butch

Cassidy's in North Hollywood, Aphrodi 
te's in Bevedy Hills) and the Masai Lounge 
in Hermosa Beach, which has a largely 
black clientele.

Teenie Tinies
(also known as Smallies)
New York City

As you would expect, there are also net 
works of the polar opposite^ of the Ama 
zons—tiny, beautiful women who have the 
same problems attracting the right men.

Teenie Tinies are usually five feet or 
under and are crazy for big guys. The big 
ger and more well-endowed, the better. 
When you enter a bar or club where the 
Teenies hang out, don't be afraid to flaunt 
it, if you've got it. Just use a number to 
denote the size of your member, like "Hi, 
I'm Gerry. IP/2."

Teenies like to be physically manipu 
lated, just short of ' adism. If you can han 
dle two at a time, that's even better. A big, 
overweight guy can handle three, crawling 
all over him. You can put two on your lap 
and one in between. The possibilities are 
endless and so is the fun. The best Teenie 
hangouts arc Little Girl Blue, 786 East 87th 
Street; Thumbelina's. 8900 Third Avenue; 
and Tiny Tina's, 634 West 39th Street.
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The Venetian Gardens

Buffalo, New York

Every Friday night in May and June is Prom 
Night at the Venetian Gardens, a magnifi 
cent restaurant and party palace done as a 
perfect replica of a street in Venice, com 
plete with fountains, indoor canals, and 
gondoliers.

You must be a high school graduate, so 
you can re-create that most magical 
moment of your life. Prom Night. You gel a 
full-course "Surf V Turf" dinner, compli 
mentary New York Slaie champagne, and 
corsages for the girls.

Get drunk and ride in gondolas. Get 
drunk and throw each other into the canal. 
Get drunk and drive home safely. Formal 
attire only.

Ralph's Pizza A Go-Go

Sparta, New Jersey

SPECIAL
SUMMER EVENTS

Another nostalgia spol. Every Wednesday 
night Ralph Passalaqua produces an old- 
fashioned Gang Bang Night. Il costs fifteen 
dollars per person. Ralph supplies the tal 
ent, and you have to do her in the parking 
lot behind the restaurant, in the backseat of 
the car. The fifteen dollars also includes all July 7—10 
the pizza you can eat. Half of (he proceeds 
go to the Sparta Hospital for Handicapped 
Children, so you're banging for a good 
cause.

Celebrity French- 
Kissing Contests

Burt Reynolds Dinner Theater, 
Jupiter, Florida

Fern's Bar

Sandusky, Ohio

What's going on in Sandusky? Plenty. Be 
cause it's exactly the kind of town where 
you'd never expect to see famous movie 
and TV stars hanging out and just getting 
away from it all. Everyone expects to find 
celebrities in places like Palm Springs or 
the Riviera, and (hat's where all the tourists 
and the high prices are. Jack Nicholson 
knows this. So do Tom Cruise, Michelle 
Pfeii'fer, Eddie Murphy, and Dustin Hoff- 
man. They come to Sandusky in the sum 
mer because they can rent a house cheaply, 
play a little softball or go bowling, and then 
hang out in a plain, ordinary tavern with the 
rest of the guys and no one will even recog 
nize them. They're all here in the summer. 
Sandusky is not a big town, so you'll find 
them everywhere. This is your chance to 
get cozy with Debra Winger and Kim 
Basinger or talk politics man-to-man with 
Judd Nelson and River Phoenix. Just make 
a run of the bars and you'll find them. Be a 
metisch and buy them a round first.

Teams of celebrities and ordinary people 
compete against each other to see who can 
French-kiss the deepest and the best. Join 
your host, Burt Reynolds, as he M.C.'s this 
rollicking and raunchy all-night party. The 
lucky contestants are chosen to team up 
with Valeric Harper, Chad Everclt, Robcrto 
Duran, J. J. Walker, Ricardo Montalban, 
Judy Came, and many more, as each kisser 
tries to go deeper and deeper into the

at the

other's throat. You're also judged on origi 
nality, style, and length of tongue.

On the final evening everyone is invited 
to an open-house all-night kissing-and- 
buffet supper.

Body Shaving Week

Vero Beach, Florida 

July 7-14

Sponsored by Gillette. Haagen-Dums ice 
cream, and Hershey chocolate syrup.

In Part I. guys and gals have to lather up 
and shave their body hair down to the roots. 
That means head to loe and all parts in 
between. Judges pick out winners in vari 
ous age groups and the winners go directly 
to Part II, which is eating off your mate. 
Males and females take turns eating gobs 
and gobs of Hisagen-Dazs ice cream topped 
with Hershey syrup, until they faint. Grand 
prize for the last survivors are matching 
Harleys.

^
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Eskimo Hospitality 
Week

Nome, Alaska 

July 8-15

The Eskimos have a happy custom of offer 
ing their wives to their guests for the night, 
as a sign of gracious hospitality. Hospitality 
Week is an extension of the custom to 
include tours of old Eskimo villages, ex 
hibits of Eskimo arts and crafts, participa 
tion in caribou and whale hunts, and full 
room and board with three genuine Eskimo 
meals a day.

The only catch is that guests are assigned 
at random to whatever family is available. 
You never know whether you will be sleep 
ing with a princess or a dog. But even the 
ugliest Eskimo woman possesses a deep 
passion and is capable of extraordinary 
feats, especially with her nose. Call the 
Nome Chamber of Commerce, 1-800-766- 
6666, for details.

Friendly Eskimos gree,their g^Mr.™

Sin Week
Saint Angelica's Seminary, 

East Hampton, New York

July 12-19

Rumors and legends have always abounded 
about the secret sexuality of nuns. Are they 
really closet nymphomaniacs, wild animals 
whose sexual repressions come to a boiling 
point and must be exorcised or they will go 
mad? The answer is yes, yes, yes,

The question is: where can a healthy, 
red-blooded American guy help these poor

souls? The answer is Saint Angelica's Sem 
inary, a lavishly endowed two-hundrcd- 
acre school and retreat that serves as the 
secret summer "vacation" for those mem 
bers of the sisterhood who must purge their 
libidos or go over the edge.

Obviously, Sin Week is not exactly sanc 
tioned by the pope. If he knew about it he 
would throw a fit. Sin Week originated with 
the more liberal arm of the Church and is 
still a big secret.

The nuns come to Saint Angelica's from 
all over the world, with a wardrobe of sex 
ual finery. You'll meet hundreds of them 
wandering around the two hundred acres of 
manicured lawns, wearing bikinis and

heavy gold crosses. Every nook and cranny 
of sex is open for exploration. The orgy 
enters a new dimension during this week of 
blasphemy and sin.

We strongly recommend that you go to 
Saint Angelica's with a group rather than 
by yourself. Many have entered the semi 
nary as young men and have aged thirty to 
fifty years by the time they left, mere shells 
of their former selves. A nymphomaniac 
nun is not for the regular happy-go-lucky 
lover. You must submit a full medical rec 
ord and sign a release before you are 
allowed to romp. Make sure your insurance 
is all paid up.

Unfortunately, the waiting list for "com 
panions" at Saint Angelica's is long; but the 
attrition rate is high, so it all evens out. If 
you think you're man enough to handle Sin 
Week, call 1-800-SIN WEEK and you'll 
receive instructions on how to register for 
the program.

National Speed Week
East Coast 

July 14-21

Another underground affair thai used to be 
the exclusive domain of doctors and interns 
on summer vacations. Speed Week is spon 
sored by a group of big drug manufacturers 
and is usually held at a beautiful resort 
island somewhere on the Eastern Sea 
board.

In the last few years they've allowed 
nonmedical people to join the fun, as long 
as they have a letter of recommendation 
from a participating doctor. The object of 
Speed Week is to party day and night with-
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out a minute of sleep. The male and female 
who stay awake the longest win the grand 
prizes, Camaro convertibles, Winnebagos, 
boats, and a year's supply of drugs.

Nude Bowling

Most major Midwestern cities 

July, August, September

Nude Bowling is the hottest party activity 
in the Midwest and is spreading all across 
the country.

There's something terrifically appealing 
aboul a bunch of naked men and women 
doing a round of serious bowling with their 
genitalia and breasts flopping around. The 
rules are: no athletic supporters or bras 
allowed. Everything has to "hang out." If 
the game starts to steam up, the players can 
retire to the private bedrooms available. 
Nude Bowling is unpredictable. It can be 
clean and sporty or turn into an experiment 
in sex. That's the fun of it. Every night is an 
adventure.

For the name and location of the nearest 
Nude Bowling alley call I-80Q-BOWLING.

It's hard to strike out when you bo

Lingerie Festival.

Pittsburgh Lingerie 
Festival

Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 

July 30-August 4

Girls in bras, panties, teddies, and other 
forms of scanty underwear walk openly on 
the streets and malls of Pittsburgh, showing 
off their bodies and their outfits. The festi 
val is sponsored by several of the big local 
lingerie manufacturers in an effort to bring 
ladies' underwear out of the closet and into 
the fresh air, or "broad daylight," as the 
guys put it.

By evening the town is bursting with 
pent-up emotions. Touching becomes 
squeezing, squeezing becomes hugging, 
and everyone goes berserk. And just for 
fun, the city turns off all the electrical 
power for a one-hour blackout.

Tailgate Parties

Nationwide 

July, August

If you own a station wagon and want to 
relive another part of your horny youth,

join one of the Tailgate Parties that take 
place almost every night in a big parking 
lot. "Piece O' Tailgate" is a company that 
organizes these combination tailgate din 
ners and backseat .sex parties for young 
adults. They arc full catered gourmet din 
ners, ready for consumption after you've 
had your fill of necking, humping, or what 
ever in the backseat. You can party all night 
long with your new or old tailgate friends. 
For more information, call 1-800-GET- 
TAIL.

Party Planes

Fort Louder dale, Florida 

All of July and August

These are special charter planes with par 
ties held right on the plane. The destina 
tions are always a surprise. You may land in 
Bombay or Beirut, Rio or Rangoon. The 
fun starts as soon as you get on the plane 
with a Stewardess Strip Show, three bands, 
X-rated films, and mud-wrestling matches. 
Plenty of beer, booze, and broads. How do 
they do it? They use wide-body DC-10's 
with the middle seats removed. By the time 
you land you'll be in a coma, so it won't 
matter where you are. Call you travel agent 
orl-800-FUNNFLY.
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Jay Leno Look-alike 
Contest
Las Vegas, Nevada 

July 30

Jay Leno, the zany, irrepressible comic, 
sponsors his own regional look-alike con 
tests, with ten regional winners competing 
for the grand prize in Las Vegas. Jay him- 

1 self M.C.'s the big event, with the ten con 
testants doing imitations of the comedian. 
But as the party escalates, it becomes more 
raucous and silly (Jay doesn't mind) and 
everyone gets into the act —old women, 
blacks, Hispanics, even dwarfs, all claim 
ing they are Leno look-alikes. Finally, Jay 
gives up and throws the party open to any 
one on the street. It's just an excuse for a 
party and plenty of publicity for Jay, who 
usually ends up driving one of his Harlcy- 
Davidsons through the crowd, smashing 
into furniture and turning the whole place 
into a shambles.

BONUS SUMMER PARTY 
FUN TIPS

The Business 
Convention Circuit
New York, Chicago. 

Dallas, Los Angeles

All summer

At business conventions, expense account 
money flows like cold beer at a Saturday 
night frat party. And where there's big 
money, there are big-time girls. Not exactly 
prostitutes, not exactly call girls, more like 
"escorts," girls who will do anything if the 
price is right.

You've seen the scenario, or you've 
heard about it —a businessman is far from 
home and hearth and wife and kiddies. He's 
out on the town with his "escort." He gets 
drunk at a fancy restaurant and is so fucked 
up he can barely crawl into a cab to take him 
back to his hotel where he can throw up 
in peace.

Meanwhile the escort is left holding the 
bag. Her services have been curtailed, she's 
not sure if she is going to get paid, and she is 
pissed beyond belief.

This is where you come in. Just station 
yourself near any of the major restaurants 
or hotels in these cities and look for the

drunken businessman leaving the escort in 
the lurch. Walk over to her and introduce 
yourself. Offer her your services. She will 
be so fed up at this point that in most cases 
she will jump at !hc chance to go to bed 
with a normal, healthy young guy. She'll 
probably even cook you a dinner and ask 
you to sleep over.

This is not an easy score, but if you hit 
the right girl it's like going to heaven and 
staying overnight.

Pimp Parties

New York, Los Angeles, Chicago, 
and other major cities

All summer

This is a bit tougher to execute than the 
Angry Escort scenario, but if you play your 
cards right, it can be even more rewarding. 
It takes a little patience, humility, and a 
good line of patter.

The idea is to hang out at one of the bars 
frequented by pimps and befriend them. 
Make up a good line about your back 
ground, the times yoti ran drugs out of 
Colombia or cracked a few safes. Maybe 
you can mention your prison days. Create a 
colorful, slightly illegal background, but 
don't act tough. Be modest and tell a lot of 
funny, dirty jokes. Dirty-joke tellers are 
invaluable for any party.

Sooner or later a pimp will invite you to
one of his big parties and you will have the

continued on page 111

Carl Schwerner, 1988
winner of the Jay Leno 
Look-alike Contest.

Sixties Week
Haight-Ashbury, San Francisco 

August 1-7

Sponsored by the Hercules Prophylactic 
Company, this is another promotion to 
bring back the free and spontaneous sex of 
the sixties. You must come dressed in vin 
tage hippie outfits, complete with long hair, 
beads, etc., and be prepared for plenty of 
real screwing. Everyone gets a case of con 
doms, an audiotape of the biggest hits of 
the sixties, and a waterbed. No drugs, no 
kinky stuff. It's all done on Francis Ford 
Coppola's soundstage with light shows, 
incense, strobes, and other magical effects 
from the Golden Age of Sex. Produced by 
Bill Graham. Escort airls-the best buy
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The

by Ron Barren
Secularism has the potential for a world-class 

religion.
It has the real estate: the average mall is eight 

times as big AS Noire Dame.
It has the music: rock 'n' roll of ages, cleft for me.
What it doesn't have, and what made Catholi 

cism, Buddhism, and Hinduism really great, are votive 
objects (other than clothing labels) arid a bunch of 
holies who'd walk through phlegm tor the faith.

We offer these nine saints in four pages as a 
starter set. Stand this magazine up as shown below 
on a table in your home.*'

You may want to add a candle, a burnt offering, 
and some incense. An open bottle of Old Spice 
cologne provides an exotic fragrance without setting 
off the smoke alarm.

Bios of the Saints 
Saint CMor of the Mails

F ounded a fanatical consumerisr sect that estab 
lished shopping as one of the Seven Sacraments 
of Secularism. She was converted to shopping by 
a childhood vision of a coat marked down 50%.' 
In later years she built a network of mail-order- 

catalog study groups and taught merchandise medita 
tion. She often led pilgrimages to malls on her knees. 
Once she found a K mart about to close. She reached 
out her shopping bags and the doors divided and the 
shoppers passed through. But the employees were 
angered and sore afraicT They seized her and had her 
torn asunder by the checkout counter's conveyor belt.

SaintDoc

P atron saint of body cufts and a dermatologist by 
profession, he retired to a well-appointed cave to 
become a hermit, surrounded by savage beasts. 
Instead of attacking him, however, the wild ani 
mals came to him For breast implants, liposuc- 

rion, rhinoplasty, tooth capping, and the removal of 
warts. He is frequently depicted in art with his 
emblem, a smooth toad with big knockers.
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Saint Anthony of the Cars
seclusionist Seeulaiist, he lived as an ascetic on a 

traffic island where 1-80 bypasses Toledo. His love 
for cars moved him to forsake his solitary exist 
ence, and he began to preach to ears in packing 
lots, culminating in his beautiful Sermon to the 

Chevrolcts. His martyrdom rook place in a car wash, 
where he was locked in a ski rack and buffed to death.

Saint Mr. Paul
usband of Mrs. Paul, he preached that conven 
ience food is the Body and Blood of Secularism. 
He entered one of New York's tmly tine restau 
rants and demanded a frozen entree. He was 
seized by waiters and his codpiece \\ as breaded 

and fried. He" was raped to a corporate trademark and 
taunted with Lean Qdsine and Happy Meals.

Saint Sylvania of the Big Screen
ad many large visions in Dolby Soundsurround of 
games offering wealth to the winners. Their great 
noise and the rattling of her snack bags aroused the 
ire of her neighbors. They entered her apartment 
and, finding tier in a prayerful attitude, they began 

to dispute minor points of programming with her. She 
proved too skillful and thcv proved too resentful. She 
was taken to the Wheel of Fortune and broken upon it.

Saints Barry and Pam
oved by the plight of ovcrprivileged children, 
they founded a co-op tor them with an on-prem- 
ises twenty-four-hour clown. Barry and Pam 
gave the children all their money and possessions. 
The children demanded a shopping spree in Paris 

and Milan. When this demand was refused, Barry and 
Pain were shot with suction-cup arrows, thus being 
hickeycd to death. They were tanned, flayed, and made 
into a set of matched luggage, a wallet, and a key case.

The Temptation of Saint Danny
n ardent believer in metafunk theoragc, he 
preached salvation by rock 'n 1 roll, going 
amongst the unconverted, raising the Grateful 
Dead, and baptizing by total immersion in CDs. 
He joined a band of Herman's Hermits in the 

desert, where he was sorely tempted by New Age 
pseudomystic psychopap and martial march maids, 
but his faith remained unwavering.

SaintRob
cat estate salesman, prophet of profit, and 
founder of the Shrine of the Bottom Line. In his 
inspirational cassette mini-seminar. The Transform 
ing Power of Positive Personal Polarity^ he offers 
these "thought drops' 1 :
"If you don't want to sell fish, you've got to act 

selfish"'
"Your hairpiece is as important as your timepiece.1 ' 
While visiting his resort condos in Mammamea 

Beach, Hawaii, he was dragged from his car by a 
NEGATIVELY POLARIZED Brigade of Socialist 
Revolutionary Thugs. He was reviled and basted and 
burned at the steak. His wife was stripped of her 
raiments and forced to make potato salad tor the 
whole brigade.
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APPETIZERS

PalnRoll ............................ ft 8 M 1.20
FootRo!!,.........,...,..,..,,...... #1 » 1.20
Steamed or Fried Dumplings ............ W -ft 2,50
Steaming or Frying Dump .............. X ** 2,75
MousamTlk Curd ......................TO «i H] 375
PeepshowClam ,..,.,,,....,.....,,.,» IS tel,50/hr
Combination Appetizer (1 Steaming Dump, 2 Foot Roll. 

Chicken, Pork, and Mouse Stick) ........ fl* * >BM 2.95 HOUSE SPECIALS
SOUP

Wanton Soup ........................ ffi
Eggatlnk Soup ....................... '&
Dog Drop Soup .................

'HotstlnkSoup .........,.....,,.
Szechuan Leftover Soup ..........
100- Yeai-OW Owl Saliva Soup .....
Lucky Garden Merciless Soup ......
Mincing Chicken in Velvet Soup .....

fcl g 1 ,50 
K 1 .45 
ffl ,25 

ft (B 1,75 
i? ft 2,00 
IE (ft 4.40 

2.25 
3.50

*=&S 
9&tttft

PORK
(come w/white rice)

*Twice Convicted Pork ................. ED » t*J 8,75
Pork with Exhaust .................... X1* # iffi 8.50

*Gang Raped Pork .................... K « %- « 3.25
SumTimePork ...................... SU « W g.40
Rolund Pork with Shine ................ ft ffi W) B 9-35
Meow-Meow Pork ,.,,,.......,.,,,... iS Ml ft # 15,15
Retarded Pork ....................... ft # 18 S 9.99
Severely Retarded Pork ......,,.,,.,... «(**§ 2.22

*Pork "Dome of Flame" ................. A * * H 12.95
Sweet and Repugnant Pork ............. =FHe3#S 8.65
Disgraced Pork with Guar Gum ..,,.,,... =? M * ft 8.75

POULTRY
(comew/brownrice)

Chain Smoked Duck ,.......,.,,...... * =P ft 12.50
Golden Shower Duck (order in advance)... # C tt T 24.00
Duck in Residue ..................... ffHMfrH.50
Quick, Duck ......................... *Jt*»T 5.95
Slightly Repugnant Duck ............... **»*» 9.15
Swedish Repugnance Duck ............ i» ffi » tt 9.16
Duck Gone Wrong .................... & &,toFf 87.95
Lugnut Duck ......................... i£#>»*H 9.75
Luqnut Chicken ...................... « V- » » 8.75
Salt Frightened Chicken ............... ft A i* 8.85
Sweet Repulsive Chicken .............. W « » 8.45
Connective Tissue Chicken ............. B4 » W 7.15

• ChickeninAshes ..................... ff w to 7.75
Quee See Chicken and Mold ............ fttfWE 7.75

' Fainting Chicken ..................... 4t & « 7.75

BEEF AND LAMB
(come w/ side order spaghetti)

Beef with Oil Rainbow ................. # S •*.» 8.35
Twice Disguised Beet ................. fl= H 4* W 8.35

• SadLeeBeel ........................ tg iffi 4 ft 8.35
•Sad Lee Lamb ....................... SfC^ft 8.15
•FrightenedBeet .,.,...,.........,,... JtH^M 12.95
Lamb with Dick....................... & K 4^ ft 32.00
Lamb with Black...................... »**ft 7.05
Gutter Shine Beef .................... M • 41 6.35
Gutter Shine Lamb .................... ttiffi^ft 8.15
Sad Bug Lamb ....................... ra*H* 8.50
StlrCrazyBeel....................... Bttlftfr 8.45
StlrCrazyLamb ...................... K « T 8.35

*+***Genera/Ha/gCh/c^en ........................Jttftfel'S 10.95
High-impact, low-yield chicken is flamed, bombarded with spices, and 
force-marched to your table,

Doubled-Over Chicken ....................... ^MSt^ 10.99
Double order of golden-fried chicken is bent over mound of steaming 
squashed vegetables and brought to completion by our willing chef.

**Phoenix and Dragon ......................... ft SI ffi *$ 11.15
What can only be described as chicken is flash-fried, then forced to lie in 
same bed of noodles with smiling beef. Special paint sauce is sprayed, 
then taken away, leaving you helpless.

Phoenix and Griffin .......................... tt & M *8 9.95
Slowly smothered chicken is bound back-to-back with newly discovered 
lamb. You'll cry out for help when you discover the surprise under the 
noodles.

Phoenix and Seahawk ..... 
Take Seattle and three points.

8.75

Happy Family Chicken ....................... £ & m C 11.50
An inexpensive blend of chicken, vegetables, rice, noodles, more noo 
dles, more rice, and chicken incestuously blended on an attractive 
plate. One owner, like new.

Exploding Oven Beef ........................ «n "I Six 9.95
Special clay pot from Manchuria is heated beyond endurance and 
brought directly to your table. A holocaust of beef and vegetables that will 
leave you asking, "What's burning?"

Fluorescent Beef ........................... »iffi BE ft 9.95
More beef than you would like to eat is slowly drowned in a tub of deep- 
fried noodles until it gives up a rainbow-colored oil slick.

LambinSpit ............................... # SI & 10.50
Lamb is skewered in spit, then slowly roasted in the juices. When it's done, 
it's robed in lugnuts and mushroom caps and disemboweled at your table.

Lucky Garden Ciao Bene ..................... =F ft ffi, m 4.50
Wontons are stuffed with cheese, steamed in a wok, and served with 
special tomato sauce.

****Soat People Prawns ......................... i tt *& ^ 11.95
Hand-held prawns are skillfully oiled, placed in an individual bamboo 
boat, and set adrift on a sea of transcendental noodle. Open it up and all 
the smells of the world are released into your face.

Wholesale Shrimp and Vegetables .............. .^ &*£t 10.95
Cousin has made price too good to ignore. Jumbo shrimp harvested at 
the height of menstruation are battered, then have an accident over glis 
tening bokchoy.
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****Green Card Pork and Abalone ................. ffl ffl & ft 8.50
A marriage of convenience of long-chewing "Salt of the Sea" and Chef 
Huan's hundred-year-old pork.

Shredded Sea Bass with Treefeet .............. ft s& 10.95
Black fungus that grows between roots of "yin-chiao" tree is rarely toxic 
taste treat. Thrown at high speed over solo bass.

SEAFOOD
(comewMitllemanln ted vest}

Migraine .................. BStijftlKtS 10.50
Shrimp in Squidstink .....,.,.,,....... •Ti^ifti*) 10,20

•Strungout Shrimp . . .................. =f f& H *# 10.20
Loaded Shorts Shrimp ................. #> n Si 11. 75
Sea Bass in Old Sauce ................ ft JS T 12.50
Sea Bass in Strange Aroma ............. M *K J81 2,95
Vinyi Scallop ........................ H » ffi *£ 9,95
Violet and Gray Scallop ................ ft iff- * ft 9.95
ScallopinFunnySmell ......,.,,.,.... w ^ <& 9,95
Recovery Room Abalone ............... tr. fe| M IS 8.50

• Gambling Debt Lobster ,,,..,.,..,..... tfe -f IS L 18.50

Buddha Dream Trance ....................... ft! t: $ft S 7.50
For centuries, the peasants of Hunan Province have used their native 
mushrooms and fungi to feed, heal, and reduce inhibitions at parties. 
Reputed to have mild tranquijizing and aphrodisiac properties. This sim 
ple steamed mushroom dish is our most requested special.

» *£* *ti* 
qp SP

SPECIAL TROPICAL COCKTAILS
(come w/little umbrella)

Hong Kong Heart Punch .......................... S. & 6.50
Outlawed in most states, it's the vodka and nitroglycerin that make the 
difference in this one.

Bellowing Caucasian ............................... £& 6.75
32 full ounces of rye, 151-proqf rum, and Galliano. Finish it in under five 
minutes and the second one is served to you free in our beautiful rest 
room.

White Slave ....................................... & 8.50
Vodka, rum, creme de menthe, and cream. Tiny umbrella and milkshake 
consistency appeal to ladies, then knock them unconscious.

Ben Wa Special Frozen "Love Cream" Colada ........... 55H& 7.50
Slightly acrid. With or without salt. Lovingly garnished with Sen-Sen.

VEGETARIAN DELIGHT
(come w/bill)

No-Taste Tofu (Bean Curd) 
Nonspecific White Root .. . 

•Lao-tse Broccoli.........
Brainiac Broccoli

4=8 fifS 12.50 
m CSftl 14.85 
*li-H.8 6.50 
SWSS

Buddha Dream Trance Mushroom (downtown only) 
Sieamed Green Leal .................. ** H
Shiny Green Leaf ..................... &
Oil-Slick Green Leaf................... *
Rayon Asparagus .................... »"

K.
7.15 
8.50 
6.50 

S 6.50 
« 6.50 
* 6.75

NOODLES
(come w/toothpick)

Three Horror Lo Mein ..........,..,.,, W * *8 T 6.50
Full Load Lo Mein .,.,,.,,.,....,...,., «j#iBT 6.50
SikFukLp Mein ...................... ft ff F*J *» 6.50
Chow Fun with Duck Spurl ............. SttWfr 6.75
Old Sik Fuk CHow Fun ................. X ^ - 6.50
Chow Fun Homeless Style ............. -r««5to! 2.50
Chow Fun with Didiee ..........,,,,,,, a « «J t 6.50
Curry Noodle with Balls ................ S 1ft =f a 7.50
Curry Noodle with No Balls ............. K H IS 8.50
Curry Noodle with Chubby ............. IS *ta T 7.50
Currv Noodle with Cramped Squid ....... B T *K 7.50

DESSERTS

Misfortune Cookie ................... '* flt if* .90
Sordid Fruit ......................... St « 1 .40
Squalnuts ............,,.,,.,.,,...,. * (ft 2.85
EggsmeBCate.. ..................... ffittsWffi 3.15

Singapore Splint .............
Put hair on chest and ass in sling.

5.15

Samoan Stomach Pump ............................ & 7.00
Five kinds of liqueurs, rum, and V-8. Served only after you have paid 
check and destroyed your driver's license.

Rum Bimbo ...................................... Jt 6.50
The laughs get louder and coarser after a couple of these fruit-juice- 
disguised time bombs.

* Spicy 
* * Very spicy 

* * * Very, very spicy 
* * * * Very, very, very, very, very, very, 

very, very, very, very, very, very, 
very, very, very, very, very spicy 

**-*•** Not for round eyes

Extra MSG on request

Nanking Ninja ..................................... $ 6.75
Gin, chartreuse, and jasmine tea. Sneaks in, slips down, and assassi 
nates your troubles, memory, and liver.

Lucky Garden Martini ............................. S&i. C 5.75
Gin, Kahlua, and three olives. Be the first to order it, ever.

Chinese Coffee ................................. # § 4.00
The perfect way to end it all. Steaming black coffee laced with plum 
liqueur and topped with frothy Cremora.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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FEATURE! Clea 
Tips Of The Stars!

GIGANTIC 
SUMMER ISSUE
More Pages 'Hf Pi] 
Than Any Other 
Stroke Mag!

Sanitized For Your Protection!

The Magazine For Social Pariahs
JUNE 1989 A Korndog Publication S2.00 USA S2.25 CANADA

WLFORD
And HIS 
RIGHT 
HAND.
In Heaven

15 Fun Fax 
About JUDGE 
WAPNER!

Wide World 
Of Spurts?

VANESSA WILUAMS'5 
VULVA:
It's Not The Heat 
It's The Humidifv!

JOHN WATERS:
Bored Stiff?

JES5E JA
Why I Keep My Eyes Oh 
My Prize!

WYNTON MARSAUS:
Tooting His Own Horn 
At Last!

THE GRATEFUL DEAD:
If Their Old Bones 
Could Talk!

BRENT MUSBURGER;
At the Doorway To 
Your Hard!

TYNE DALY:
Stalking The Wild Clitori

MILTON BERLE:
Why I'm Taking It On 
The Chin!

DAVID LYNCH:
I Don't Want To Get 
Involved... With My

SUSAN SONTAC:
The Continuity •
Of Style In
The Form-Context Of
Auto-Induced
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MICHAEL JORDAN'S 
SAUSAGE STUFFER

Now you can own the same groin-sized 
vibrating hoop that Michael Jordan uses to 
"slam dunk" himself!

Before you can moan, "Sheathe me in silk," 
you'll be soaring through the air, double- 
pumping, and dribbling between your legs! A 
goaltender's delight]

« Attaches securely to bed, wastebasket, or 
left hand!

• Uses four "AA" batteries! (not included)
• Includes 24-second clock for premature 

ejaculators!

FREQUENT FLYER BONUS: 
Order now and we'll include a free 
cassette tape. Great Rubdowns OI 
The NBA/

Send $29.95 to:

Windy City Gifts 
The Loop 
Chicago, IL 60660

I'm sending $ _______ for _______ 
MICHAEL JORDAN'S SAUSAGE STUFFERS. 
If not completely satisfied, stuff it!

Name ————————————————————
Address ________________ 
City ________ State ____ Zip.

D Beta D VMS

Photos on previous page: Wilfred Brimley and Judge 
Wapner, Globe Photos; Wade Boggs and Rob Lowe, Wide 
World

All-Natural! 

The Finest In Non-Marital Aids!

*Solar-powered vibrators!
* Autographed cucumbers!

Now available: Tom Selleck
Corbin Bernsen 
Peter Holm 
Emo Philips 

'Home circumcision kits!

Send for our free catalog!
YOKO OMAN
The Do kotos
High Fibre, SD 14413

NO QUESTIONS ASKED!

Lose A Pound A Day
On This

Safe, Satisfying
MASTURBATION DIET!

Send $9.95 (plus $1.50 postage 
and handling) to:
THE DOCTOR'S QUICK WEIGHT LOSS

INVOLUNTARY PELVIC
CONTRACTION DIET 

2020 Capsrtaffler Way 
Lynbrook, NY 11563

Order now and we'll include a special 
booklet, "Keeping The Weight Off 
Without Throwing Your Back Out"

Pop your cork... with style!

THE 100
MOST ROMANTIC PUCES
TOMASniRBAIE

...InNewYorh!

...in toe Pacific Nortlwesl!

...in the Texa§ Panhandle!

HERE'S LOOKING AT YOU, KID!

Send $12.95 (includes postage) to:

T&te-a-Tete
Dew-Dappled Digits Drive 
Gary, IN 46409

Another PURSED FIST Publication

Home Shopping Grab Bag
SPERM FARM 
Just $39.99

mm wow/

SWISS ARMY CONDOM 
Only $28.95

Mu/fj-Funcfion
Sex Too/.'
Fits in your pocket.' Q, ,^-

PEZZ BIRTH-CONTROL 
PILL DISPENSER 
$3.95

Also available: D Bob Guccione 
D Hugh Hefner 
D Gloria Sreinem 
D Phil Donahue

Watch for the new papal model 
(coming soon!)

POCKET
POOL
$79.95

Tiny, spring-activated cue sticks make
playing with yourself fun!
Also available: Pocket Hockey 

Pocket Snooker 
Pocket Squash 
Pocket Wallyball

Oh, boy.1
Ifs a Porfnoy™ foy.1

Wang Beat
155 Avenue Of The America! 
New York, NY 21144

Please send the following products: 

1._________________

PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY

Name- 

Ad dress . 

City__

State __ .Zip.

1 am enclosing a total of $ ___________

Canada or Foreign: Send U.S. Funds or Inf I M.O. 
Add $1.00 to total order. 

|___________________________|

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Talking to LHy Tomlln Is like talking to your 
older lesbian sister's best frtendl She's so personable 
and friendly—and brimming with enthusiasm!

So-o-o-o, let's have a WANG BEAT super-self- 
love chat with Lily Tomflnl

AP/Wide World

GET TO KNOW HER
Up-Close & Personal!

WANG BE AT: 
LILY:

WANG BE AT:

LILY:

WANG BE AT:

LILY:

WANG BE AT: 
LILY:

WANG BE AT:

LILY:
WANG BE AT:

LILY:
WANG BE AT:
LILY:
WANG BE AT:
LILY:
WANG BEAT!

H/AC
Mil That's a nice dress you're
wearing)
Don'tyou "dip your digits"
kinda slowly, Lily?Like a
mongoose circling an egg ?
I'm a regular wallfingerl Must
be something from rny
childhood.
What kinds ofthings'turnyouon? •• '
I like to explore my breasts—
that's three seconds right
there.
What's your biggest secret 7
\ find it difficult to achieve
orgasm unless someone's
eating mutton in the room.
Clitorally speaking, you en/o
whimsical stroking ?
Ummm.
This is super-romantic. The
candles are flickering. I'm kind
of tingling myself.
Mmmm?
Lily... don't!
Mmmmmmmmml
Stop/
MmmmphlGlmmmmmphl
Don't stop!

Continued On Page 139.

Of The Month:

l of my body par.ts sound like rriusical instruments)*., 
says one-man orchestra Bobby McFerrin, WANG BEAT's 
Masturbator of the Month. " But my genitals are the most 
versatile.

" By squeezing or thumping my left testicle, I achieve the per 
cussive flavor of a tambourine, steel drum, or tom-tom. My right 
ball, which hangs a little lower, acts as a banjo, glockenspiel, 
or oud."

And if McFerrin needs an ocarina, trumpet (with or without 
mute), hurdy-gurdy, Hawaiian guitar, oboe, or marimba, he 
reaches for his shaft. "It's a delicate balancing act between 
improvisation and ejaculation. I'm always learning. " ;^ ^ s

McFerrin honed his craft during thousands of locked-bath-; v 
room "jam sessions" during;puberty. Now, just when he's stbrt> 
ing to get recognized, his penis is taking a year's sabbatical!

" I'm just along for the ride," says McFerrin. But his propulsive 
talent is hereto stay!

Don't worry— be happy/
WANG BEAT, The Magazine For Social Pariahs (INXS 0001-1366}, is published monthly, except January and July, by people with 
advanced degrees in French or literature, for Christ's sake. Forgive me, Mom. If only I'd gone to business' school. Second-class postage paid atV 
New York, N.Y. Not responsible for trie return of unsolicited PolaroicJs, hair clippings, or effluvia. •, .-,• •- -• V -

: - \. ^ ^ - •- \.***± >.

POSTMASTER: These magazines tend to stick together,.y WANG BEAT

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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Circling the Cyclops? Dialing 
your vulva direct? If so, Marilyn 
vos Savant, who is listed in The 
Guinness Book of World Rec 
ords under "Highest 10," would 
love to help! Just send your let 
ters to SHAKE HANDS WITH 
ITU/oWANGBEAT!

i If you masturbate in a 
time machine, in a com 
plete vacuum, on Jupiter, 
will a wrathful God turn 
you into a hooved mam 
mal?

— Ernie Slackjaw 
Mount Holyoke 
University

Masturbation (the inti 
mate synergy between 
one's hand and pelvic 
area) is perfectly normal! 
Go with the flow! God 
will not turn you into a 
hooved or cloven-footed 
mammal — but you may 
have trouble getting pre- 
approved credit.

1
1
1
<.
1
1

According to the immuta 
ble laws of physics, one 
cannot "come" in a time- 
space continuum. You 
would achtave orgasm in 
1574 — before Benjamin 
Franklin was born! 
Cunnilingus is equally 
unthinkable! Jaws would 
tire within nanoseconds.

To maximize your plea 
sure, imagine three rec 
tangular solids that can 
intersect any way you 
want. If you could 
arrange them any way 
possible, what would be 
the maximum number o( 
bonded surfaces? Take a

few seconds to figure out 
the answer. ..add pi to 
the 5000th digit... and 
mentally review the clas 
sic civilizations of history. 
Done properly, you will 
achieve orgasm during 
the decadent reign of 
Caligula.

Optimum pleasure can 
be obtained in locales as 
varied as a Mensa meet 
ing, a "crack" lab, or the 
hidden office on 326 Elm 
below the Christian Sci 
ence Reading Room 
where we hold our 
Satanic rituals.

— Marilyn

Be the envy of your circle jerk!

ALL-MW 
Celebrity Self-Abuse Fax And Pix!

Each glossy, full-color photo contains a FREE FACT SHEET with all 
the Intimate details you're dying to know! Only $2.50! Order yours 
now I

Jerzy Kosinski
Dennis Hopper
Jacko (tucking giant Energizer battery)
Edward Woodward
Bill Bixby
Stephen Son a helm
P. W. Botha
Bob Goldth wall
Roy Blount, Jr.
Ben Stein
Dr. Seuss
Tommy Lasorda
The Boz
Robert DeNiro
Met Torme
Orville Redenbacher
Yakov Smlrnoff
Crispin Glover
George Will
Stephen W. Hawking
Larry Hagman
Claus von BUlow
Merv Griff In
Ed Koch
David By me
Linda Ellerbee
Lee tacocca
Emo Philips
Judy Tenula
Lillian Gish
Peggy Lee
Susan Sarandon
DonAmeche
Michael Tllson Thomas
Howie Mandel
Tama Janowiti

Jay Mclnerney
Carol Burnell
Angela Lansbury
DlanneWlest
Margot Kldder
Kate Millett
Blalr Brown
Mars ha Mason
Jeane Klrkpatrick
Tipper Gore
Share Hlte
Sharl Lewis {with Lamb Chop)
Mary Lou Retton
Jo die Foster
The Jate Anne Ramsey
Ellen Burstyn
Terence Trent D'Arby
Dan Rather
The Reverend Al Sharpton
Timothy Leary
Onan
Portnoy
Corazon Aqulno
Manute Bol'
Judd Nelson
Waiter Hudson*
Paul Prudhomme
John Candy
Carry Sh and ling
Michael Deaver
Marion Bran do
Debble Reynolds
Cllve Barker

'counlt as
double or dor

WANGBEAT
155 Avenue Of The Americas 
New York, NY21144

Don'1 make me beg! Please rush me the following CELEBRITY SELF-ABUSE FAX 
AND PIX!
1._______________________————_______________
2._______________________————————————_______-
3.____________________________________________

I'm enclosing 52.bo for each pic. Add 50c postage and handling. (N.Y. Stale residents 
add state and local sales lax.)

Addiess. 
City__

-Age-

.Zip.

Qlooted
By Mona Spritzer
FAB FACT: GEORGE 
MICHAELS is sporting a three- 
day growth of pubic hair!

1/2 BOO -BOO: BONO has
become the first musician to 
be censured by the United 
Nations! Five milliliters of the 
overbearing onanist's sperrn 
were sprayed on Kurdish peas 
ants in Iraq, killing an estimated 
3.000!

M

WAY DOWN YONDER fN THE 
PAWPAW PATCH: Sentimental
substance abuser SHARON 
GLESS recently discovered her 
clitoris, and withdrew even fur 
ther into herself! Try saying that 
with a straight face! (Or without 
a tumbler of gin, Sharon!)

QUOTE OF THE MONTH: "Is
that blood in the urine, or are 
you just glad to see me?"— 
Affable alcoholic BILLY 
MARTIN to his battered 
dingus.

SANS SEAN, POST-PENN:
Guess who's checking into the

ELEANOR ROOSEVELT Mas 
turbation Rehab Center? Say it 
isn't so, MADONNA! Hope to 
welcome you back into your 
fold—real soon!

OUT IN THE OPEN: Arrested 
for indecent exposure in Port 
land, Oregon: TINY GOOD- 
BITE, youngest member of the 
CALIFORNIA RAISINS

Unfortunately, the incident 
has its tragic side: several jets 
of grape juice blinded Trisha 
Jaeger, 4.

Donations should be sent to: 
It Must Have Been The Wine/ 
Trisha Jaeger Fund, c/o the 
California Raisin Advisory 
Board.

TALKING HEADS DEPT.: 
MAX HEADROOM's private 
parts— gone solo? Watch 
L-L-Low Down and Dirty, GIG 
GROINROOM's upcoming 
HBO special!

FAB FACT: Gig stutters and 
leaks intermittently (tertiary 
syphilis)!

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



I • Don't attempt to 
borrow his unguents!
Steven's fave lubricant: Edge 
protective gel (fragrance-free, 
natch!). He also favors Virginia 
Peach pomade and Puritan 
vegetable oil mixed with bacon 
fat and nutmeg. Wow!

2 Don't do Jolt 
super-caff einated 
cola! Steven is very active in 
several anti-Jolt programs for 
teens. He admits he's been 
there, and knows it's absolutely 
nowhere!

14 Must-Know Ways To 
Get Closer To Him!

> Compliment him 
on his dry cleaning.
He has his curtains dry-cleaned 
daily.

4> Run and rerun the 
Honda "Clara John 
son test" commercial 
for him on his VCR.
Steveri won't masturbate to 
Benny Hill or Japanese wom 
en's wrestling.

Ji Don't mention the 
Four Seasons restau 
rant. He'll fuck medallions of 
veal at home.

6 Ask him to pass 
the syrup. Steven lives in a 
structurally unsound Interna 
tional House of Pancakes fran 
chise-(He's had the floor 
removed.)

11 Help him on his 
never-ending quest 
to replace urinal 
cakes with Chuckles 
fruit slices. Keep vigtl with 
him in public rest rooms!

8 Ask him about his 
toilet training. It was
severe!

7i Admonish him: 
"Heads up, Bozo!"
Golf pros do.

10. Buy him some 
rad! gear! groovy! 
curtains. He changes them 
every 24 hours!

11 • Ask him about 
.. .mnemonic 
devices used by 
medical students... 
clove cigars., .office 
coffee., .dairy 
farmers. He loves'ern!

12. Place a drop— 
and just a drop—of 
sour cream on the tip 
of his penis. Yum!

13. Buy him a 25- 
pound bag of pot 
ash. Just do it!

14.FI Help him try to 
remove, in vain, the 
stains on his cur 
tains. He's obsessed with 
them!

Best Finger Forward!
Wanna know some fabulous fax about your favorite faves? Sure, ya do! 
Roll up your sleeves and we'll let these ah-dorable onanists tell you how 
to put your best finger forward!

JOAN RIVERS
When I think about sex. it's 

usually wintertime, Oil in the 
distance, carefree men, dan 
dified and perlumed, go 
about in sleighs. A melody is 
playing; "I Dreamt I Dwell In 
Marble Halls" or "Silver 
Threads Among The Gold "

Warming gradually. 1 reac- 
quamt myself with my body 
(When you stop to consider 
how much of il is artificial, 
it can lake hours.)

Girlishly, 1 attach Ihe flea- 
and-tick collar.

1 prefer sex toys of solid leak 
or black walnui. For maxi

mum excitement, I leave the 
price tags on.

CHARLES 
BUKOWSKI

The basic reality of the 
everyman existence is chok 
ing the chicken. Your jaw is 
busted. You're loo drunk lo 
stand. Lope the mule? Why 
the hell not?

The best feeling is to whip 
it when it doesn't want !o 
be whipped. "Raising The 
Titanic." 1 gol into it with my 
dick one time. He was reti 
cent. I said, "Okay, let's go.' 
He said, 'Jesus, you don't blis 
ter — I couldn't see your hands 
anymore, you were so luck 
ing last."

Lead with the left. Set up 
Ihe right.

There are a !oi ol lonely 
penises out there, man. It's 
a big thing for 'ern to gel 
engorged. "Corne on, baby," 
and they'd go with it, man!

And then you sit around, 
drink, talk, towel off.. It's 
entertainment i

ERMA 
BOMBECK

Churning out a weekly 
humor column about skinned 
knees and scabies-which is 
read by 31 million people- 
can turn me into a wombat!

Thai's when I head lor the 
boiler room.

Everyone does dillerent 
things for excitement. Occa 
sionally. I'll eat from a dented 
can. The kids like to blow-dry 
dead cats.

But when a deadline is 
loommg-and 1 need to 'dip 
below the Dacron" -1 head 
lor the boiler room.

It's musty and private down 
there, and I don't have to suck 
in my stomach.

The storm windows bang 
against my thighs. I drink 
worm Cran-Blueberry from 
an old jelly jar

1 get in the mood.
Pretty soon I'm circling the 

cellulite like a Roller Derby 
queen. Figure eights. Clover- 
leafs. Now I'm showing off!

My hands glide like the

Phantom ol the Soap Opera! 
I'm just gratelul that my 
mother made me practice 
my scales!

When I'm tinished, I'm outta 
there. One thing I've learned 
in my 61 years - don't stay too 
long al the lair 1

I'm renewed ..and ready 
to write! What'll this week's 
column be about? Bobby 
pins'7 Legos?

And the diaper pail jokes * 
start tlowing again.

CARL ROWAN
An orgasm is like an incen- --., 

diary device designed for 
unconventional warfare. All I 
need is an Army manual on 
camouflage or a book about 
Filipino knile lighting to get 
my sap rising!

All pholosAP/Wide World WANG BEAT
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THE NO-MINDS NEXT DOOR:

Development of Adolescent 
Group Ideology Among

the "Mot Teens" 
of Jerry's Corners, New York

by Beryl Sweeney

I N MY FIRST book. Cheerleaders, / 
a! tempted w show adolescents finding 
their identity by adapting themselves to 

the ideology of a group. Readers of that 
book will recall how young Sally Kellcr. for 
example, contemplated self-lobotomy in 
order to become the "right kind" of cheer 
leader. I concluded that there was virtualiv 
no limit to what a teen would do in order to 
adapt herself to a group's mentatit\.

Hut if there was no limit to what a teen 
would do in ideological adaptation, did it 
follow that there could be teen ideologies 
that set no limits on behavior? / thought so. 
but also fell that such a group only existed 
theoretically. Then / received what was. 
frankly, a lucky break.

My niece, Audrey Walker, had made the 
acquaintance of a youth named Ringo 
Richards from the upstate New York town of 
Jerry's Corners. Ringo. as it turned out, 
"hung out" with a group of friends who. if 
Audrey's testimony was to be believed 
("They wouldn't know respect if it pulled 
their pants off ), closely resembled my the 
oretical model 1 traveled to Jerry' '.v Corners 
to investigate the Idiot Teens.

Jerry's Corners is a predominantly blue- 
collar town of about 20.000 in the Upper 
Queoihim Valley, itself a predominantly 
rural area. It boasts two high schools: one 
public, the other a parochial school called 
Cardinal Ed Clark High School, where the 
Idiot Teens met. Further to the east and 
south lie Albany and its suburbs —one of 
which. Brookhaven, seems to be a frequent 
locus of Idiot Teen activity.

The adults I spoke with were quite famil 
iar with Idiot Teen activity, which, given 
the nature of some of their pranks, is unsur 
prising. However, they did not know that 
there was a subset of the Jerry's Corners 
teen population specifically known as the 
Idiot Teens—for the adults, the term "Idiot 
Teens" had a much broader application.

This work is completely nonjudgmeittal. 
The voices speak for themselves. It is my 
hope that, however incoherently, the teens 
themselves tell us the motivations and the 
sources for unsanctioned group activities. 
Also. I have assembled supporting stories 
and documents to give their story some 
depth.

PETE, 17
A senior at Clark High School and the ener 
getic, self-styled "spakesteen" of the group, 
Pete seemed most adept at positive inter 
action on an adult level. His willingness to 
speak openly with adults and his knack for 
fattery made him the most congenial to the 
adults of Jerry's Corners—though few that 
I interviewed could actually remember his

Cardinal Ed Clark High School, where 
Idiot Teen social clustering was first 
observed.

Beryl, at the outset I want to give you a 
big Idiot Teen welcome to Jerry's Corners, 
"The Gateway to the Upper Queoihim Val 
ley," as they say here. I guess the thing I like 
best aboul Jerry's Corners is the people. 
They're real friendly, very trusting. Always 
willing (o give you a second chance —

which I really appreciate, and I know I 
speak for the whole Idiot Teen family. In 
fact, Beryl, I bet you didn't even know ihat 
the Jerry's Corners town motto is "Hey, 
come back here! Let's be friends!"

I guess I see Jerry's Corners as a place 
where the pioneer spirit really lives —I 
guess "never died" might be a better way of 
putting it. In a real suburb like I nearby] 
Brookhaven, see. it's very modern and 
organized. The teen life is very restricted — 
chess club, SAT prep, stealing their dads' 
cars, and so on. For some, I guess that's 
very viable, but I don't think the Good Lord 
meant everyone to be like that. That's why 
you get unhealthy rebellions, like that 
unfortunate hostage situation a few years 
back.

Bin in Jerry's Corners, see, you're given 
a lot more freedom, and I think the Idiot 
Teens have exploited —or developed, I 
should say —that freedom in some un 
expected ways.

72 NATIONAL LAMPOON
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PAUL, 17
A senior al Clark and a forward on the bas 
ketball team, Paul's extensive involvement 
in organized recreational activities and the 
fact that his family has lived in Jerry's Cor 
ners for a number of generations (Appendix 
A) made him widely known by, and deferen 
tial to, the adults of the community.

One time I asked Ringo, "Why do we 
stay here if it's so boring?" and he said, 
"Because there's still many mindfueks left 
to give."

I guess what he was trying to say was that 
all kinds of fun await a group of young guys 
like ourselves, right here in our own back 
yard. Which reminds me how like once in a 
while —maybe three or four limes a week — 
there's this sort of social activily us guys 
like to sponsor.

It's set up just like our favorite television 
game show, The Cross-Wits, except our 
game doesn't have any questions and it 
exclusively involves cars. It's called "Lawn 
Job Fever" and basically, what happens is 
contestants, mostly members of our peer 
group, drive their cars onto the carefully 
manicured lawns of people nobody knows 
and then drive around on them at high 
speeds. This is called a lawn job— and the 
idea is to perform the lawn job that most 
resembles perfection in the areas of style 
and tola] yardage destroyed. Nobody wins 
anything except recognition, which Pete 
says is the greatest prize a teenager can 
strive for. But you do meet a lot of people 
and stuff and it's really fun, probably not 
unlike Boy Scouts; it's the kind of activity 
that I think a lot of parents would endorse 
because, like Pete says, it aerates the lawn 
and il helps keep teens off the streets and 
all.

I guess the main point of what I'm trying 
to say is that the Idiot Teens are just a bunch 
of kids who really like to get involved with 
people.

RINGO, 15

SINBAD, 17
A senior a! Clark and, perhaps, the serene 
center of the group. Because his mother, a 
divorcee holding down two jobs, is fre 
quently absent, il was Sinbad's house that 
was the locus of group activity. He is short 
and rather overweight, though still not with 
out a blunt charm. Here he speaks of the 
group's origins.

Clark High's not real big. Beryl, and 
remember, this is Jerry's Corners —only so 
many people know how to use a knife and 
York—so it was only a matter oV time before 
our highly similar attitudes meshed. Basi 
cally we started hanging out together 
because we had all become old enough to 
violate state liquor laws, and that's some 
thing you wan! to do together. Ringo's a 
grade behind, hut he's an artist so lie has 
maturity, if you want to call it that.

So yeah, I guess you could call it a 
mutual drinking soeiety at first; but let me 
tell you, lying face-down in your own vomit 
in the middle of a golf course at midnight 
gets old. We still do it once in a while, for 
old times' sake, but I'm talking on the 
whole. Thai's when we started expressing 
ourselves through action.

T HE IDIOT TEENS, it seemed to me; 
were formed through opposition to 
what they found in Jerry's Corners; 

as a good opponent rakes on many charac 
teristics of his adversary, so too had the 
Idiot Teens many adult qualities. Indeed, 
Pete confided to me that he had wanted to 
incorporate the group, and was deterred 
only by Sinbad's observation that the 
group's entire revenue was derived from 
profits made during beer runs — a techni 
cally illegal activity.

In any event, after gaining the confidence 
of the group, I wanted to hear about their 
specific exploits. I believed that their acts 
were the explicit expression of their ideology 
of opposition. And I was not left unsatisfied.

Tali soft-spoken, a junior at Clark High, 
and, at 15, a committed chain smoker, Ringo 
seetned at once a pan of the group and out 
side the group. He is the acknowledged 
"artist" among the Idiot Teens, and also 
something of an anomaly. As Pete said, "We 
don'! understand Ringo most of the time, but 
it was his idea to break into the Shriners' 
mini-car garage, install all the cars with 
remote control receivers, and thus sabotage 
the public unveiling of the all-new Shriner 
mini-car parade formations. You have to 
pay attention to genius like that." Adults 
are even more puzzled by Ringo than the 
Idiot Teens are.

I guess what you're really interested in is 
the story of the Brookliaven Senior Prom 
Human Sacrifice that everyone is talking 
about. As far as I'm concerned it was all a 
big mistake. Our attempt to instill mindless 
religious fanatacism was lost on the already 
mindless teens of Brookliaven. It could 
have been an intensely meaningful demon 
stration of how group hysteria possesses 
normal, rational people —but it turned out 
to be just another human sacrifice because 
we forgot that the Brookhaven teens have 
no concept of what is normal or rational. It 
was still pretty entertaining.

It started at Clark High during this all- 
class assembly during which a representa 
tive from my dad's VFW post was telling us 
why we should be required to recite the 
Pledge of Allegiance every day. I had a 
problem with this, and so I explained that 
the Pledge is basically this meaningless lit 
tle recitation from the 19th century that 
might be a sentimental favorite among 
crusty old vets and issue-starved politicians 
but basically has nothing to do with Amer 
ica as a country. I went on for a while and 
talked about mass hypnosis and CIA drug 
testing and a few topics that just came to
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APPENDIX A
Selected Highlights of the 

Peevish-Peevish Family Tree
AS RESEARCHED AND
REPORTED BY HOWIE
ROBINSON, OFFICIAL

IDIOT TEEN HOMEWORK
GHOSTWRITER

Jerry "Rehablah" Peevish (b. 1701, 
Blanketshlre, England). Winsiln.' land thai 
will hefttnie Jerry's (."timers in a lottery 
scam. Upon arrival in America, pays 
Aljionquin diiiM' Jem Three leu I hers 17 
harsofgoki in exchange tor land ami small 
pox-infested blankets left over from Tailed 
Dutch settlement. Gels smallpox himself 
and goes insane.

Jeiry "Guy" Peevish (b. 1732). l-'irsl l-;urt>- 
pean collector of Indian torture imple 
ments, which he lesls on self. Beirays entire 
eomniunily during l-'reiich ami Indian War.

Jerry "Douglas" Peevish (b. 1757). hnato 
larmer. ik">pile unsuitable land. Marries 
sister. Mesiui I'cevish. Both »o nuts. Shot 
by )oint Urilish; American firing squad as
jwi ol'Ki'voluiioiiiiry War ireaiv.

Jerry "The Forehead" Peevish-Peevish 
{b. 1782). Building contractor. Hals loo 
many lead-paini chips and. mistaking wife 
lor raccoon, drops rustic anvil on her. is 
handed.

Jerry "Mark" Peevish-Peevish (b. 1831).
Captain. Union Army iiisnumenial figure 
in the .Surrender at Fox's Hollow, an impor 
tant Confederate rout. Has !7 personali 
ties, all ol them court-martialed.

Jerry "Jerry" Peevish-Peevish (b. 1856).
Sculptor. Killed by niarMe slab in an 
school. Never went insane.

Jerry "Duke" Peevish-Peevish (b. 1874).
Progressive farmer, early experimenter 
with DDT. Runs over self with traclor.

Jerry "Benny" Peevish-Peevish (b. 1899).
Part-time sanitation worker, full-time fool- 
ball coach of Clark High Scalpers (from 
19.16 on), where 15 buys die in 43 years of 
punishing drills. Committed to Old Felons 
Home after 1979 hit-and-run accident.

Jerry "Dad" Peevish-Peevish (b. 1939).
Owner of Peevish-Peevish Menswear. Has 
not talked to family since 1977. preferring 
lo commune with lawnmowcr collection, 
one of the country's finest.

Jerry "Paul" Peevish-Peevish (b. 1970).
Idiot Teen. Hoping for junior college schol 
arship, insanily imminent.

me. ll was pretty foolhardy, given the polit 
ical climate even at Clark High, but the 
other Idiots were kind enough to stand up 
and give the Black Power salute as a symbol 
of solidarity. Needless to say, exercising my 
constitutional right to freedom of speech 
was a punishable offense at Clark. As re 
habilitation, we were supposed to pick up 
trash at the school on the weekend.

PETE
Well, Beryl... excuse me, but what color 

are your eyes? They're beautiful, and I 
don't mean that just as some line. You're 
really very attractive—have you ever con 
sidered contact lenses? You shouldn't hide 
your eyes, because, like somebody once 
said, the eyes are a window to your soul, 
and nobody wants to have to deal with 
double-pane glass, know what I mean? 
Well, we can talk later.

Anyway, a lot of different people are say 
ing different things about the alleged sacri 
fice. When 1 hear some of the stories, 1 feel 
like 1 must have been at a completely differ 
ent prom.. .and I think that in a court of 
law, I could probably get plenty of people to 
say that 1 was.

First of all, there we were, as per usual, 
the Idiot Teens carrying out some kind of 
civic duly, which, if you know anything at 
all about the group as a whole, is a normal 
activity most weekends. We were picking 
up trash over at the high school when | prin 
cipal] Morrison drives by in this junkcd-up 
Tercel that his daughter used to drive until 
she killed herself because of some prob 
lems at home. A lot of people will tell you 
she died in a car accident, but I knew her 
pretty good and she was an excellent driver. 
Basically, she drove her car off a road on 
her way to visit her Marine boyfriend- it 
was a good crash, but not a great one.

Mr. Morrison, 
the principal 
of Clark High. 
A man with 
whom the Idiot 
Teens often 
fail to see eye 
to eye.

There've been a lot better teen mishaps in 
this town, Beryl (Appendix B), and don't 
let anyone say otherwise. Anyway, Morri 
son comes by and rolls down his window.

So Paul, whose dad used to play golf with 
Morrison until Morrison's game got ruined 
by alcoholism, puts his head in the car and 
goes, "Let me commend you on your great 
choice of rehabilitation, sir. For my part, I 
feel like you've really given me the chance 
to make good on the debt 1 owe this com 
munity—the debt I owe this damn great 
country. I think I speak for everyone here 
when [ say I (eel proud to be a part of the 
Clark High family." I don't know what Paul 
meant to do. Morrison hates patriotic talk. 
1 think he hates the VFW more than us, but 
we can't get him fired, although we tried.

Then Morrison goes. "You know, Paul, 
you're a spineless piece of shit." which 
everyone knows is true. Paul is excellent as 
a human being, but he's a very weak person 
and a lot of people take advantage of that. 
That's why it's so good he's a pan of Ihe 
Idiot Teens, because a lot of times teens 
don't get the proper emotional support 
they need, but in a group, you get a lot of it.

SINBAD
It was kind of sad, really. Pathetic, I 

guess. But after Morrison dresses him 
down, Paul goes, "You're right, sir, I'm a 
spineless piece of shit." 1 guess 1 felt bad

Emperor's Suite: a key recreational milieu for the Idiot Teens; it also 
often serves as a think-tank facility, spiritual incubator, and ashram 
of inspiration.
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because it reflected Paul's low self-esteem. 
Then Morrison goes, "But I like you for it, 
Paul. You're the one redeeming feature of 
the Idiot Teens. Keep up the good work, my 
little piece of shit." Then he drove off in a 
cloud of primer dust.

In most situations, you could call that 
a fairly positive exchange, but in this in 
stance, you'd really have to call it negative, 
Beryl, because Paul got pretty mad. 1 tried 
to calm him down and tell him that he does 
tend to shy away from decisions, but he 
started drawing plans in the dirt for a pretty 
complicated assassination involving coat 
hangers and piano wire. 1 think we couid 
have done it, and we probably would have 
found it challenging and all, but we had to 
scrap it because even though Paul is weak 
and spineless, his whole family is basically 
borderline mental and they're getting the 
hands-on treatment from Dr. Ready Kilo 
watt, if you know what I mean. Therefore, 
most people in Jerry's Comers will tell you 
that Paul is pretty much committed to an 
industrial-strength breakdown at some 
point in his life, and we as his friends just 
want to make sure he makes it through his 
golden teen years first. So we quit picking 
up trash and went to my house.

PAUL
I was definitely on the verge of some 

kind of mental implosion when we got to 
the Emperor's Suite, but we all cooled our 
heels with a couple rounds of refreshing 
beertinis — dry, 36 to I, and stirred. It was 
agreed thai it would be best to refocus the 
dangerous aggression I'd created. We 
needed a project—something pointless, 
preferably, and something involving ihe 
Anti-High, Brookhavcn. Some call it a high 
school, Miss Sweency, but if you inves 
tigate, you'll find it's a kind of informal 
gathering place for fucked-up suburban 
dirtbags. I guess subconsciously we knew 
that Brookhaven was preparing for its se 
nior prom that very night.

Ringo came up with the whole plan, 
although we were all pretty much thinking 
along the same lines. He said, "Okay, let's 
ideate. It seems to me there's at least one 
way to pervert the kind of sick religious 
veneration engendered by flag worship and 
really bad pop music songs about love."

I guess human sacrifice seemed pretty 
obvious, although I was a little concerned 
about the repercussions —I suggested we 
get drunk and blow up rubbers and puke on 
people's car hoods, but I guess it just didn't 
have the same spark. Fortunately, Sinbad 
had seen an episode of Nova dealing specifi 
cally with sacrifice, so we had a pretty 
good idea of the right and wrong way to 
doit.

APPENDIX B
Jerry's Corners Babylon

Jerry's Comers' Most Celebrated Teen Deaths of This Century
AS COMPILED BY THE IDIOT TEENS

/ ivrt.i fascinated i>\ the Idiol Teens' fixation on premature death. Perhaps it was their defense 
mechanism against the risks inherent in their lifestyle. In any case. the\- would frequently refer to 
particularly dangerous activities at "Y.P." material—short for "yearbook page," they explained. 
In response to my interest in their fixation, they presented me with a history of adolescent ileatli 
(n-hich I have edited slightly I.

1979 Joey Tessio. siar cornerback for the 
undefeated Scalpers of 1979. is 
dragged 20 blocks under a car before 
his lifeless body comes loose. The 
verdict: hit-and-run. The whole ciiy is 
in mourning. Five weeks later, a 
forensic* expert tracks down the 
killer. In a cruel, ironic twist, it turns 
out to be "Benny" Peevish-Peevish. 
80-year-old coach of the Scalpers!

Doom service? The site of (he Antl 
christ Suicide, one of the most scandal 
ous teen deaths in the history of the 
region.

1975 The Antichrist Suicide. Tammy 
Jen-,cn. pasty-faced, stringy-haired, 
dark-circlcs-under-eyes. bad-pos 
tured, weird. talk-io-hcrsell recluse. 
is found dead in a motel near 
Schenectady with her lover. Mr. Brad 
Kearns. longtime ethics teacher at 
Cardinal I;d Clark High. Both vic 
tims are wearing leather S&M gear. 
Cause of death: Semitic* O.D. Scat 
tered around the bed are loose pages 
from the hook The l.nte Great Plane! 
Earth and. on Best Western station 
ery, coded apocalyptic messages 
iliai. to this day. can be seen under 
glass in the sanctum sanctorum of 
theShriners' meetinghall. The Clark 
yearbook..'fiefln-iV»' Mirror, devoted 
an entire page as a Tammy Jcnsen 
memorial although nobody (except 
Mr. Kcarns) knew her until the Anti 
christ Suicide.

1969 Five kids-Tim Bcedie. Bub and 
Ron DcBanko. Mary Glider, and Sue 
Plantain —are all killed instantly 
when Tim. who was drunk, stoned. 
and sleeping at the time, drives right 
into the path of a speeding diesel. 
Ron was just about to go to Vietnam, 
loo. First Jerry's Bank kept the 
crushed car on its roof as an example 
to other teens for about 10 years 
before it fell off and crushed live 
parked cars below. Al school, the vic 
tims arc still known as the "Accor 
dion Teens."

1957 Bud McCoy's body is found bound, 
battered, lifeless, and buried in a

shallow grave at the edge of crackpot 
fascist farmer Ed Cumber's potato 
field. After intensive questioning and 
a John Birch Society demonstration. 
Ed is released. The stale police are 
brought in. the FBI is brought in. and 
Bud's semi-crushed skull is sent to 
Washington for test*. The mystery 
remains unsolved, though few 
people go near till Cumber's place 
anymore. Football coach "Benny" 
Peevish-Peevish has always been 
rumored to have played an unspeci 
fied role in the tragedy.

1950 Spiinnm Carpc/.ian. the most popu 
lar kiJ of his high school class — 
winner of a Regents scholarship, a 
Presidential .scholarship, and jchol- 
arships to Harvard and Vale —falls 
through Ihe ice of the Queoihini 
River, Other kids watch with sick fas 
cination as Spammy's thrashing and 
itilf-living body twists and kicks itv 
way downstream, just beneath the 
surface. His remains arc identified by 
the copy of The Portable Hertrand 
Russell he always carried in ttr* bacfe 
pocket. Insult is added to injury 
when, the following fall. Spammy's 
parents receive a report card from 
Harvard—all F's.

1933 The Griggs twins, Lesier and Jim. 
avid hunters both, mistake each other 
for a deer and open lire, Jim dies 
instantly, hut Lester. delirious and 
losing blood fast, manages to 
unshcath his gutting knife and begin 
dressing his brother before he loo 
keels- over. For several years, town 
legend maintained that the Grigg> 
graves were empty and that Mr. and 
Mrs. Griggs had had the boys 
mounted, with ihe twin trophies 
passed down through the genera 
tions. Idiot Teen reconnaissance 
proved otherwise.

1911) The talc of Cherry Spillell. After a 
long dnj baling hay. Fred Spiltell 
noticed his daughter Cherry missing 
from the hay rack. Fearing the worst, 
the townspeople took torches and 
went through his Meld in the dead of 
nighi unbaling all Ihe bales, finally 
finding Cherry lying in Ihe grass 
where the baling started—she had 
slipped off the rack and knocked her 
self out. Aside from a nasty bump, il 
looked like she would be all right... 
until the wind picked up and bleu 
sparks from some of the torches onto 
her hair and clothing. As Cherry ran 
blazing through the field, she sei all 
the hay on lire and got tangled up 
in loose haling wire, destroying 
not only herself bui the SpittelK' 
income. The Spiuells were ruined, 
and to this day they still call the old. 
broken-down properly Wheat Toast 
Farm.
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APPENDIX C
Self-Portraiture

/ wanted to learn more about the Idiot Teens 
a* individuals — in particular, how the\ saw 
themselves. Thus I resorted to the technique 
I hud employed with so much success in 
Cheerleaders: sclf-porirditnn: I asked 
each teen to draw a picture of himself and 
then to interpret his work. The results were 
invaluahle and. ! think, mosi enlightening.

PETE: Beryl. 1 think what's most striking 
iiboul my work is ils larger-than-life per 
spective. The frame can barely contain my 
oversize visage; likewise the frame of life, 
if you get my meaning. Now. I'm no artist. 
Beryl, but objectively speaking, this looks 
lo me like a fairly decent representation, 
naive though il may he. My furrowed brow 
suggests deep thought, my mouth, though 
almost uncomfortably sensual, holds ihe 
promise of a good-nalured grin, my eyes 
hint ai impish hedevilmenl. and my nose is 
pure-and-simple cute. When 1 look ai this 
drawing, "talent" is the word that keeps 
(Hipping into my head. What do you think 1 
could gel. dollar-wise, for something like 
this. Benl'

SINBAD: Basically. I drew myself as a 
slick man because of my lack ol irainingin 
art. Also. I guess I'm expressing a feeling 
of wanting lo gel this over with. I guess at 
the bottom ol the picture are im legs. Then. 
\\oiking up. you see my body arms, and 
head. 1 also tried to put in pictures ot some 
stuff i tike. Thai's why in tlie upper left cor 
ner there's a si\-pack. representing beer; 
in the lower right there's a TV. represent 
ing electronics and entertainment; in the 
upper right, a turkey stands for lood; and 
in the lower left, a /ig/ag slands for 
pointless spontaneous destruction of pri 
vate properly

PAUL: This is me pictured with the three 
other Idiot Teens, who are as much a part of 
my life as ] am. I gue->s you can see I went a 
little mils with the symbolism here, as I 
superimposed my true face onto a basket 
ball lo symboh/e my love of sports. And I 
also have myself wearing a bow tie as an 
indication of my deep-rooted respect for 
strict, regimental authority. In the back 
ground, however, the lightning bolt repre 
sents the unpredictable mental problems 
thai have scorched my family tree lime and 
lime again. I guess if il weren't for my 
friends. 1 probably would have walked into 
a second-grade classroom and opened lire 
a long time ago.

RINGO: 1 call this piece. I RINGO. 1 don't 
like to offer interpretations of rm work 
because lo me. each viewer must draw his 
own conclusions. But I will say this; from a 
distance, I RINGO has an almost Motcl- 
6-bolied-lo-lhe-wall-oil-paintin« serenity 
about it. but up close there is a completely 
tempestuous internal anarchist struggle at 
work — one thai involves class, culture, cig 
arettes, you name il. Ifftkay, I guess, but il 
would have been much betlcr if I'd been 
working with a more familiar medium, like 
black velvet and latex.

PETE
The setup was very .simple, Beryl—that 

is, what I've read of it in follow-up press 
accounts: hypnotize the crowd with sooth 
ing words and a lulling rhythm, then strap 
down the Prom King and Queen and. at the 
crowd's bidding, kill them.

1 think the King and Queen deserve a 
special mention, Beryl, seeing how they

The King Rear muffler shop, where 
King Brent Scott has fashioned an 
enviable professional reputation in 
Jerry's Corners.

played such an integral part in [he proceed 
ings. King Brent Scott I is about 28 or 29 
years old, and even though he graduated 
over ten years ago. he's done such an excel 
lent job as Prom King that they've just 
decided to keep him. Normally, you can 
find King Brent Scott I installing mufflers 
at the King Rear shop downtown, but come 
prom time, he can't be bothered —the 
annual coronation is big business. King 
Brent Scott I is also the all-time quarter 
back at Brookhavcn, since his dad's the 
football coach. He's not a bad guy, actually, 
Beryl, but one thing —you gotta call him 
"King." It's just this littic personality tic he 
has.

I didn't really know the Queen that well 
—Jaync, I think her name was. Paul knows 
a little bit more about her. as they got 
friendly during Youth in Government Day. 
Pretty much your standard cheerleader 
with steel-belted thighs —not unlike your 
own, if I may say so, Beryl. According to 
Paul, she has some dental problems, though 
I can't personally confirm that. I do know 
that she gets a little squealy —based on my 
understanding of what happened that night.

SINBAD
We knew that if we could only get up 

on-stage the crowd would respond to our 
Idiot Teen animal-magnetism and do what 
ever we wanted. So we had to get rid of the 
band, Sounds of Power (Appendix E).

Well, we were dressed all in black and we
were wearing bandannas and eye patches
and shit. We sort of snuck in —we'd been to
Brookhaven before —and waited for the

continued on page 99
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APPENDIX D
Teen Folk Myths

All teetrt I haw emvtttieetvd like to reficat 
sioriex and theories: these Jorm the basis <>\ 
their per.wiMtniind-xei, wit! arc the seeds oj 
nn oral tradition, licltw arc .wine Mint Teen 
favorites.

Pete's Theory of Human 
Potential
Okay, the human being is basically created 
with -v amount of human potential. Like 
when you're born, everybody lias the 
potential to grow up to he the president. 
Rut certain external factors affect human 
potential. Okay, like let's say when you're a 
haby somebody hits you with a pool cue or 
drags you behind a bike, Right there, you're 
using up a lot of human potential, uniil ha- 
sically. the kid has moved from presidential 
potential to change-counting potential. 
Some things are considered potential- 
enhancers, like beer, tor example. Bu! in 
reality, beer boosts your short-term poten 
tial-like from being stupid round the 
clock to being funny an hour or so. But the 
side effect is that it drains your long-term 
potential. So. like Siniiaii, for instance —he 
used to have presidential potential, but 
after so much potential-enhancement, he 
probably has fast-food-man age mem po 
tential now.

Sinbad and the Legend of 
Mr. Budd
Well, this is the story ! beard, but 1 don't 
know if it's true, though I'm pretty sure it 
actually happened. There was this teacher 
at Brookhaven High School about rive 
years ago who was always hittin' on this 
chick named Teri. Normally, you know, 
parents at Brookhaven arc into that because 
it means their kid's goin' out with some 
body more mature and with a job instead of 
some I'ucked-up gcarhcad who has all the 
Slurpce collector sets from 7-Eleven. But 
Ten's dad was real pissed anil he kept tell 
ing this guy Mr. Budd to quit hittin'on Tcri. 
But Mr. Budd just laughed in the dad's face 
and kept hittin' on Teri. I think they 
might've had a kid. too. Then one clear, 
crisp, bright fall morning. Mr. Budd wakes 
up —the dad was like a complete funda 
mentalist, too —he wakes up and finds 
Teri's head in his bed, (Jodfather-styte. 
They found him two days later with all his 
hair turned while and he had ate his own 
feet and hands plus all the flesh off his right 
leg. He's in an institution in Canada now. I 
think. But that's just an example of the kind 
of fuckcd-up events and shit you gotta deal 
with at Brookhaven. Some people call that 
"The Story of Teri's Head," or "The Leg 
end of Mr." Budd,"

Rlngo and the Ritual Tale: 
Johnnie's Wedding Night
Johnnie's about 90 and he owns this bar 
named alter him where most of the danger

ous clement of Jerry's Corners hang out. 
We go there because of his total disregard 
for the drinking age. Johnnie's told me this 
story about 20 times and it's never changed, 
so the only conclusion is that it's gotta be 
true. But by now 1 prompt Johnnie a lot on 
il. 'cause lhc.se slories gel loJtl on ubuiil the 
12th stinger, the only drink Johnnie knows 
how ti> make, when he basically makes 
huge brandy puddles on the bar—that's his 
way of pouring.

Anyway, my favorite thing about this 
story is (hat Johnnie doesn't remember 
when he 8»! married' But 1 believe it 'cause 
his one memory cell is firing full blast just 
to tell this story for the 17th time. "Beauti 
ful girl, beautiful girl." he says. I always 
say —.slowly —"Didja love her, Johnnie? 
Were you in love'.1 " "Aw shit, you shoulda 
seen her tits." Johnnie says back.

Then Johnnie goes. "So's we got mar 
ried, and her uncle, he gets in the car with 
us after the reception. 'I'll drive, it's my 
wedding present.' he says. Shit, he drove 
Us. mtista been 50 miles, to this strip bar. 
'This is my wedding present, let's go in and 
have some beers.' he says." At this point, 
you gotta say. "No way!" so Johnnie can go. 
"Oh yeah, it was a regular strip joint. Nke- 
lookin' girls, too. My wife, she was out in 
the car, bawlin', but later we come out and 
get her and she went in and had a good 
lime." Then Johnnie starts the 15-minuic 
process of making another stinger. We 
always think that Johnnie"s, wife ended up 
working (here, but he says no. "She lives in 
Brooklyn."he says. "Over the deli."

The Brookhaven Senior Prom Human Sacrifice Ritual As Drawn by Ringo

The crowd Is mesmerized by the hyp 
notic teen rhythms. Their mouths are 
open and their eyes make spirals.

Sinbad asks for the sanctified couple 
... and the crowd assents!

King Brent Scon I and Queen Jayne are 
fastened down..-and the knife begins 
its awful Icutney.

The King and Queen ore slain.. . or are 
they?

At Slnbad's behest, the crowd carries 
them to the Ritual Purification Vehicle 
In the Brookhaven parking lot.

The Teens get the hell out of there!
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Key Idiot Teen Locales*
Q Emperor's Suite. An ordinary 

enough house on the outside, but 
inside a fabulous Idiot Teen pleasure 
palace.

^ Cardinal Ed Clark High. Site of a rit 
ual called schooling; better known 
as the birthplace of the Idiot Teens.

£} Johnny's Bar. a.k.a. Club Burnout. 
The kind of place where people are 
more important than petty numbers 
like the drinking age.

Q The Jeff Norwood Memorial Shrin- 
ers Lodge. A breeding ground tor 
middle-aged vice, and a natural tar 
get of Idiot Teen fact-finding 
junkets.

£) Jerry's Corners Historical Society. 
Home of such significant artifacts 
as three Indian arrowheads and the 
crumbly remains of an authentic 
World War 1 uniform.

@ Municipal pool. Site of the Great 
Naked Bathe-In of last summer, an 
Idiot Teen tribute to total personal 
cleanliness.

* As described hy [he liimi Teens.

continued on page 99

APPENDIX E

Band Brochure
PETE Wo look one of I hi: brochures distributed by the Sounds of Power, hu! because we were terrified that the future bureaucrats on 
our inelTccUiat student council would he manipulated b\ Mrs. Pisarcik. ihe Mu/ak-loving adviser, to hire this bund, we taped the 
pictures of dark High security guards uveuhe heads of the band members to gel across the subliminal message that this band couid 
not possibly have more than two songs eompIeteK memori/ed from beginning focnJ.

f^c. pO^E^1 r °. n <i<r\a\ rvi3^es V° - t youf

ll||ii|iiis=

Bmg SOUNDS OF POWER to yow^^
ofomoriWnce 

fraternal orgawadon 
or ofDer special 

occasion'
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HE APPLETONS ARE 
IN THE COhAFORT OF 
THEIR 
WATCHING TUE LOCAL 
NEWS V-JWEN ^T IS 
ANNOUNCED THAT TUE 
POPULAR SHOW
"'STAR SEARCH" is IN
GREENDALE AUDITION 
ING TALENT FOR A
CHANCE AT NATIONAL 
TELEVISION EXPOSURE. 
LET'S JOIN THEN\ IN...

... SO \F YOU HAVE
TALENT, AUDITIONS
WILL BE WELD AT
THE GREENOALE
PLAZA HOTEL....

DID YOU WEAR
71 THftTS 

TWE 
THE KIOS AND

LOOKING FOR'-

REMEMBER, DOWT YOU? 
THE DAVY CROCKET! AND 
THE DANCING BEARS ftCT
WE DID 9

THE ACT \WE O\0 POR 
THE SCHOOL TALENT 
SHO\N - VJHERE, I 
TUE ACCORDION, AMD 
THE KIDS TAP-DANCE?

ISNT TWIS 
KIDS? ALL VOUR 
FRIENDS WILL 
YOU ON TV 

VOU STAW H

DEJECTEDLY, 
CROWD DISPERSES

THE BACK DOOR OF THE

IM SORRY, 
BUT VJE HAVE ftLL 
THE (XCT£ 
NEED. TRY A6AIW 
NEXT TIWE.OKAV? 

BYE '
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USING THE HOUSE 
PHONE, MR. APPLETON

IN THE PLAZA. ROOM SEW ICE,
NSR,
OM -mePLACES A CALL. |

HO HO HA 1. THIS
ED 

PLEASE SEND
UP COFFEE, 

DANISH, AND 
A CAM OF 

frLPO...
HO 1 

HVVEEEOOI OOHNNV
CARSON
REALLY

HA HA!VOU
TV STARS
AR.6 FUNNV-
evesi IN REAL
LIFE ! SURE 
THIW6 N\R.

HAVING LOCATED TWE KOCM HELLO, (NAR.rAt/V\AHON. VJERE-
(NOT SET, wos)... AH,NNE'RE
THE APPL...

H^HAUOll
you SHOULD
WAVE SEEN 
YJHAT \WAS 
AT THE 
DOOR. A 
MAN IN

SORRY, \ 
WE HAVJE \ | 
ALL THE 1 
TALENT 1

m VJE NEED, 
THAUK /

I /

COONS KIN 
CAP AND 

ACCORDION
\Nirw

K.IOS
DRESSED
LIKE
BEARS.'
HA HA

SWAITIM& FOR TL\E OTHER 
PRODUCERS TO LEA\JE, THE D\S&UISeO 
PERFORMERS RETURN .

iM ftBQUT\
TO TAKE \ 
A SHOWER,
BUT cowe I

IW.... /

ITS THE WSA\D, 
MAX 1 MAKE 
THE BED?
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HELLO, ED. 
ITS US , DANJV V;'€... ,,j.,,r''.,ii'/ 

CR.OCKETT AMD ' - '' w> ''-' - 

THE DANCING 
BEARS . NOW, 
DON'T SET 
UPSET, WE 

> WONT TAKE I 
" UP TOO ' -' 

MUCH OP „„ . , 
VOUR TlN\E...^/>>

!? \
VJWATftRE ' 
VOU.SQME

OF
ee-r
OUT'

GET 
OUT I

BEFORE
I CALL

THE
POLICE 1

SORRX, \NEU- \- 
DO OME QUICK 
SONG,TH&N... ,/

, DONT TOUCH,KIDS- 
MAV BE HURT !GET OUTH 

AAARRG OKAX! GEE, OUST 
THI
ED

, BACKSTAGE 
AT THE BROADCAST, WS HEAR... IN TWE APPLETOH 

HOME .,.
,

WAS BEEN TAKEN FOR RECUPER 
ATION , THE STUNNED PRODUCERS 
TALK V-JITM MR. APPLE TOM.

DAVX CROCKeTT,
AND I CAN MAKE A'BAR'' DO ANV-
THIN& !

VJATCH....

...VJERe &LAO YOU ^ 
VJGRE MERE. TO HSLP,

RAIN 
PURPLE 
RAIN...

THINK I 
CAN SPSAK 
FOR 
\NHEN L 
5AX I 

THINK WE 
WOULD 
HAVE...

.
IS IT ED INVITED
VOU HERE?
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"If you can't get any snatch hanging from a cross, then, brother, you can't get any snatch."
- The Gospel According to Gilbert

^ ICTURE THIS: YOU'VE JUST BEEN NAILED TO A CROSS. YOU'RE HOT, BLEEDING, AND IN PAIN.
!8 Angry crowds gather and jeer at you. They pelt you with rocks and insults. All seems lost... then, while up on the 
•I cross, you look down on the crowd and there she is! The girl of your dreams. She has the face of an angel, and her 
|F body... well, let's just say if your neighborhood butcher handed you a rump that looked that good, you'd shove your 

tongue down his throat! As you hang there all hot and bothered, not knowing what to do, you not ice to your amaze 
ment that she's winking at you! Sound toogood tobetrue? Well, it'snot! The fact is, nothing is sexier to a girl than a man dying 
on a cross! 

I mean, you don't have to die like the guys in the Scriptures to get poontang—but it sure does help!

Gilbert Gottfried Presents:

Crucifixion
NOW, PAY CLOSE ATTENTION and I'll show you how to nail a broad after 

you've been nailed to aboard. Remember, even on across you have to play by the established rules of the dating ritual.

Step one. Taking stock of yourself.

Let the girl know that 
there's a rose under the 
crown of thorns.

Let some pain and 
suffering show—chicks 
really dig that.

Strong arms to hold her. 
Now that you're on the 
cross, you have no reason 
not to catch up on those 
chin-ups!

Keep shoulders and back 
straight. Don't hunch!

Always keep cross in tiptop 
condition. Apply afresh 

coat of shellac and finish off 
with a good furniture 

polish.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Could you pay the check? 
I can't reach my wallet.

Step five, After the wining and dining and romantic talk, it's time to take her home-but 
remember to take care of the check.

Step two. Approaching the single girl at the 
singles bar.

Do it! With all the law students, sleazy 
show-biz agents, phony producers, and just 
plain jerks, she'll be thrilled to meet a cool 
dude on a cross.

Step six, Lovemaking. For heaven's sake, let her be on top.

JllSt in Case: impotence! That's right, we hate to say it, but it could happen. Sometimes no 
matter how well you've been doing up until then, it doesn't matter—your weenie is so limp 
the Savior Himself couldn't save it. If, God forbid, that happens, there's only one thing 
to say.

Step three. Win her with your wit.

Show her you're a party animal. Don't pull 
the holier-than-thou shit.

Step four. Some surefire lines.

"Hey baby, you're the reason my feet ain't 
touching the ground."
"Honey, right now you're raising more than 
just the dead."
"I'd love to make your bush start burning."

Oh God, why hast thou 
forsaken me?
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The Gerry Sussman
BASEBALL ABSTRACT

M confess that I'm getting a little burnt-out. Or, as they say 
in Sabermetrics (the search for objective knowledge about 
baseball), my Peak Value (P = y/24 x 10) no longer is the 
square root of my Trade Value (T = M/12- 18),

What I thought I'd do, before I head for that Last Print- 
Out in the Sky, is give it my final and best shot, tackle all the 
questions about baseball that have fascinated me and are 
still unanswered, questions that no man has ever dared ask, 
except me, because I am the only one who can figure out 
what my information means. So hang in there with me while 
I try to make sense out of this great national .pastime of ours, 
okay? .' (/ KLC-'U

My final study group was comprised of;
Every player who ever played nJJaj or-league ball from . 

1871 to the present. To simplify a little I omitted one-armed 
hitters, three-fingered pitchers, and anyone deaf, dumb, and 
partially blind. This left me with 793', 213 players to analyze 
over a period of 118 years.

Every player was analyzed for platooning'differentials; 
strike zone adjustments; home field advantage; speed/walk/ 
strikeout ratios; late-inning RBIs; date of birth; hat, belt, 
and batting-glove size; glove color and type; prescription 
sunglasses; ability to bench-press a double multiple of his 
own height and weight; and many other variables that I 
won't mention because you'll get a mental herniajust think 
ing about them,

Now I could finally get to the Last Bottom Line, the Ulti 
mate Answer. But first, the questions.

IF THE AVERAGE SIZE OF A PLAYER'S HOTEL 
ROOM ON THE ROAD IS 175 SQUARE FEET AND 
EVERY PLAYER HITS BETTER WITH THE PLA 
TOON ADVANTAGE, HOW DO POWER HITTERS 
COMPARE WITH SINGLES HITTERS?

I found that the old Minneapolis Hilton formula worked 
fine in making some sense out of my data (at least until I 
probed deeper into strike zone numbers): RS + BS + CH 
= PV (RBI/SP/RP), with 10.0 being the maximum effec 
tiveness number.

That is, ROOM SIZE PLUS BATHROOM SIZE PLUS 
CEILING HEIGHT IS EQUAL TO A NUMBER THAT 
DEFINES A PLAYER'S PEAK VALUE (RUNS BATTED 
IN/SPEED/RUN PRODUCTION).

If a player's total bases exceed 100, he can score a 10.0, 
which is maxing out on the Johnson System, a system that 
measures EPLs {Established Performance Levels).

But here's where the patterns started to take on a life of 
their own and we had to go with the flow until they made 
some sense. For instance:

The management of the New York Mets do not believe

Darryl Strawberry, with a large HRAR, is a hotel 
manager's nightmare.
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in renting large hotel rooms for their players on the road. 
Darryl Strawberry usually gets a room of 150 square feet in 
each city, which is smaller than the average. But Strawberry 
is what I call a "BS" with a "BB" (a Big Swinger with a Big 
Bat). BS/BBs usually need more room space to practice 
their swings or they could damage something. In 76 road 
games last year. Strawberry broke 18 hotel mirrors and 10 
windows and cracked 12 chests of drawers while taking his 
practice cuts, He had a FRS (Frequency of Room Service) of 
21,6 calls a week and his room number averaged out to 37.

On a purely arbitrary basis, I added two points for every 
Wake-up call and subtracted a point for every room service 
call over 12 and 1 still got the same number: 19. The trouble 
with 19 is thai it's an'odd number, and 1 hate odd numbers 
because 1 never learned how to divide them. They always 
have all those pesky little fractions hanging over. I like even 
numbers much better.

Now we get to the arcs, or rather, the HRAR ratios, the 
length of a batter's arc or practice swing when he takes a full 
cut in a hotel room (HOTEL ROOM ARC RATIO). Straw 
berry's HRARs for a week in St. Louis were:

Mon Tues Wed Thurs Fri Sat Sun 
62" 59" 60" 58" 67" 60" 55" 

His average slugging percentage against right-handed 
pitchers was .311 and against lefties it was .238. Yet he still 
hit 16 home runs against the platoon advantage. So his road 
game HRAR was a respectable 7.5 despite the fact that he 
broke 18 mirrors, which should have brought him bad luck.

This is where the patterns go haywire and I get these 
strange stomach cramps.

I asked myself what would happen if I made a study of the 
other BS factor in the Hotel Room question, Bathroom Size. 
I thought that if the bathrooms averaged at least 25 to 30 
square feet, a hitter like Strawberry or his type (Eddie Mur 
ray, Kent Hrbek, Dwight Evans, George Brett, Wally Joyner, 
etc.) could compensate for some of the broken furniture.

So I fed my data base the size of every bathroom of every

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Whitey Herzog, himself a fat slob, has cultivated 
sleek singles hitters by preaching vegetarianism.

hotel used by all the clubs, divided it by the average bat size, 
and applied a neat little formula developed by Frank 
Lathrop, which is BB - HB/RR = TB + PH. And I still 
got the same bottom number: 19.

Why do I keep getting 19? I honestly don't know. I think 
I've spent enough time on this study and I'm not going to 
discuss it any further. Besides, there are other explanations 
and questions that could clarify all this and provide us with 
more logical patterns.

FOOD FOR THOUGHT
Whitey Herxog or somebody of his stature once said, 

"You are what you eat." In Sabermetrical terms this takes in 
a lot of ground, or, more accurately, a lot of food.

Baseball players tend to eat a lot, and up to now no one has 
studied their eating habits in correlation to their hitting stats 
and other relevant categories that I have created which have 
revolutionized the thinking about the game. Obviously, I 
was intrigued with questions in this area and made my usual 
detailed study. But I know that your eyes are probably ready 
for a Murine shot, so I'll spare you the gory details and get 
right to the real numbers which reveal the real meaning of 
what happens in baseball and how I once again illuminate 
another aspect of this endlessly fascinating sport.

The players as eaters fell into five major categories, with a 
certain amount of spillover which we won't discuss at this 
time. The eating categories were HM (Heavy Meat), MM 
(Moderate Meat), BAL (Balanced Diet), VEG (Vegetari 
ans), and JU (Junk Food).

Here's the way the eaters broke down in my study:

HM MM

56%

At Home
BAL
22%

On the Road
2%

VEG
6%

1%

JU
9%

33%
The percentages of heavy meat eaters and junk-food 

eaters increased enormously on the road. Whenever a base 
ball player is away from home cooking he tends to indulge in 
a bad diet. I don't want to sound judgmental, but this was a 
dangerous number. I was more than curious, I was worried 
— worried about animal fat, cholesterol, and high blood 
pressure. Did the nationwide cholesterol and hypertension 
numbers for heavy meat eaters also hold true for baseball 
players? And if they did, what relation did this have to their 
hitting stats? In other words, do baseball players have the 
same dietary/heart problems as ordinary people?

My study clearly found something:
• Vegetarians had the highest cholesterol count and high 

est blood pressure. Moderate meat caters were next.
• Heavy meal eaters had normal to low cholesterol 

counts and blood pressure.
• Those on a wholesome, balanced diet were equally 

divided between normal and dangerous.
• Heavy junk-food eaters also had low cholesterol counts 

and the lowest blood pressure, especially the pizza and Mex 
ican food lovers. Those who favored McDonald's for their 
fried burgers over Burger King's broiled burgers had lower 
counts. Even the Kentucky Fried Chicken lovers had low 
numbers.

How do we explain the unusually high cholesterol counts

and blood pressure of the vegetarians? This was easy. Vege 
tarian baseball players are the marginal types with low bat 
ting averages and low KW/LS ratings. They have the 
highest anxiety scores because they stand the best chance of 
being cut and sent to the minors. No matter what kind of 
polyunsaturated oils (sunflower, safrlower, canola) they 
ingest, it all becomes cholesterol in their bodies.

Now let's get to the meat of the study, if you'll pardon my 
silly but logical pun.

The eating habits of the HMs (heavy meat eaters) 
remained traditional and stable.

• 87 percent of the HMs preferred a WMS (well-marbled 
steak), CMB (creamy mashed potatoes with butter), and 
PALM (pie a la mode—that is, pie with ice cream). Oddly 
enough, the beverage of choice was diet Pepsi.

Now let's look at the hitter breakdown.
• 91 percent of all power hitters who work the strike zone 

were also HMs, eafing WMS. CMB, and PALM (Eddie 
Murray, Dwight Evans, Darryl Strawberry, Kent Hrbek, 
George Brett, Danny Tartabull, Jack Clark, Wally Joyner, 
etc.)

• 98 percent of all oversize, heavy-duty power hitters 
(Mark McGwire, Dale Murphy, Mike Marshall) did the 
same, but ordered doubles and triples of everything.

Ketchup consumption in this group was 235 percent over 
the national norm.

• 78 percent of all the good all-around hitters (Kirby 
Puckett, George Bell, Lany Sheets, Andre Dawson) pre 
ferred this diet but with additional LLCs (loin lamp chops) 
and BSRs (barbecued spareribs).

• The true singles hitters fell mostly into the BAL (bal 
anced diet) and MM (moderate meat) categories. Big power 
was largely absent.

• Wade Boggs. In a class by himself. No stable eating pat 
tern established. Eats wholesome foods one day and fatty 
foods the next. Diet does not seem to affect him one way or 
the other. Same goes for Tony Gwynn, Paul Molitor, Kevin 
Seitzer, Tim Raincs, and Don Mattingly.

My conclusion was: THE HIGHER THE SATURATED 
FAT IN THE BODY, THE HIGHER THE SLUGGING 
PERCENTAGES.

But my data base couldn't tell me why, and I had to know 
or I would not sleep very much for the rest of my life. Luck 
ily, I found the answer in a study made by Dr. Jay Fazenda of 
the Harvard Medical School, who is also a baseball fanatic 
and avid admirer of my work. Fazenda took a large group of 
high school and college baseball players, all huge physical 
specimens who were power hitters, and put them on con 
trolled diets, one high-fat, similar to the HMs', and the other 
a true BAL. During a full year of these diets, Fazenda stud 
ied the players' hitting averages. He also had them do three 
hours of batting-range practice every day.
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• The total slugging percentage of the HMs was .432.
• The total slugging percentage of the BALs was .267.
• 71 percent of the BALs had a high cholesterol count.
• 8.3 percent of the HMs had a high cholesterol count.
Dr. Fazenda analyzed the blood content of both groups to 

determine why this was so and made a major discovery. The 
HMs had more strength and ability to hit the long ball and so 
made a higher physical impact on the ball with their bats. 
THE ACT OF HITTING THE LONG BALL ACTUALLY 
BROKE DOWN THE FATTY CHOLESTEROL DE 
POSITS IN THE BLOOD. The physical shock, the constant 
"batting," caused the little fatty deposits to shrink and dis 
appear!

The long-ball hitting process not only battered away the 
cholesterol, but released a chemical substance called globu- 
lexin gamma 2, which helps the eyes to see objects coming 
at you (like baseballs} by enlarging them slightly.

Singles hitters who usually stroke the ball were out 
of luck.

WHAT ABOUT JUNK FOOD?
The same pattern repeated itself. A high intake of junk 

food by power hitters tended to lower their cholesterol 
counts and blood pressure.

Sporadic junk-food eaters had much higher CH and DP 
counts. Only a steady diet of junk food really works. It must 
be taken as if it were a vitamin supplement.

DRESS FOR SUCCESS
Baseball players divide themselves into three categories 

of dressing—loose, tight, and somewhere in between. 
"Loose" is defined as "Italian" or "Continental," with baggy 
pleated trousers, full-cut shirts, and boxy jackets, "Tight" 
means tight jeans, shirts, and T-shirts that cling to the torso. 
The "in-betweeners" have no defined style and may include 
Ivy League, Italian, tight jeans, or anything else.

I had a hunch that there was a correlation between a play 
er's slugging stats and what kind of pants he wears, so just 
for the fun of it I made a quick study to see where it would 
lead me, It led me nowhere.

What happened to my Tight Jean Theory (a player's 
speed/power ratio increases geometrically in proportion to 
the tightness of his jeans)? It sounded right, but my data was 
bringing up tight-jeaned players like Rafael Santana and 
Garry Templeton whose ratios were down in the 2's and 3's, 
while guys with baggy, pleated pants were running up 
speed/power scores of 32 to 50 (Rickey Henderson, Eric 
Davis),

I've been around baseball players long enough to know 
that you don't bat in 100 runs, hit 30 or more homers, and 
steal tons of bases with your testicles flip-flopping around 
and distracting you. What about jockstraps? Protective

Whether at home with his wife or on the road
with Margo Adams, Wade Boggs is still number one!

cups? Yes. Everyone wears them for the game and they help. 
But if you've been flip-flopping all day, a jock won't help 
that much.

And then ii dawned on me. Underwear. Briefs. Bikini 
briefs. It's not how tight the jeans are, but how snugly the 
briefs fit.

I devised rny own Tightness of Briefs scale, from 0 (ultra- 
loose) to 20 (molded to the crotch). If 1 took a player's speed 
score, his slugging percentage, walks, and strikeouts and 
divided this number by a number equal to the tightness of his 
briefs, I should get a reasonable accurate speed/power ratio 
number (please, God, not 19 again!).

The number 19 did not come up, but 1 wasn't happy with 
the patterns. So I fed ol' data base some new info and got 
some significant results. The formula was TB = HS/HM x 
SP/POW squared, or: TIGHT BRIEFS EQUAL HIGH 
SPERM COUNT AND HIGH MOTILITY, MULTIPLIED 
BYTHE PLAYER'S SPEED/POWER RATIO SQUARED.

I threw a new category and stat at you by surprise because 
it can make all the difference—sperm count and motility 
percentage. With that kind of formula I made a break 
through. Tight underwear increases sperm count and motil 
ity, while at the same time increasing the offensive 
performance of the player.

But what kind of player?
Stay with me. I had to make one more study. I went back 

to my food data and, sure enough, I found one group that had 
it all, the HMs (heavy meat eaters).

At this point one name was beginning to show up on my 
screen with alarming frequency—Kent Hrbek. Hrbek was 
the biggest HM in the league. His ketchup consumption (for 
salt intake) was 134 percent over the average, and his TB = 
HS / HM x SP/POW squared score was a whopping 9.85 out 
of a perfect 10. And he wore the second-tightest briefs in the 
majors, under Levi's shrunk-to-fit 501 jeans. (Only Jim 
Palmer wore tighter briefs, but that's another story.)

Let's look at Hrbek's numbers.

Hilton Formula (RS + BS + CH = PV/(RBI/SP/
RP): 9.7 (out of 10)
Average-Size Road Hotel Room: 163 sq. ft.
FRS (Frequency of Room Service): 40.7 calls per wk.
HRAR (Hotel Room Arc Ratio): 69"
FB (Furniture Breakage): 12 chests, 27 mirrors
MC (Meat Consumed, per week): 18-25 Ibs.
CH Count: 120
BP (Blood Pressure): 110/55
ESI (Extra Salt Intake): 323 percent over norm per day
SC (Sperm Count): 900,000,000 per millimeter
MOS (Motility of Sperm): 100 percent
TB (Tight Briefs) Score: 9.85 out of 10

There was one more question I had to ask, one last study 
to complete ("Is that man made of steel?"). And if rny hunch 
about Kent Hrbek was correct, I would have the final answer 
to the meaning of baseball. The question was:

HOW DOES A PLAYER'S SEX LIFE AFFECT HIS 
PERFORMANCE ON THE FIELD?

As you already saw, Hrbek had everything else going for 
him. And when I took a good look at his hitting numbers 
I started trembling. I was on the verge.

88 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



On the road, Kent Hrbek is a Sexual All-Star.

Here are Hrbek's hitting stats for last year:

Kent HRBEK, First Base 
Runs Created: 103

G AB Hit 2B 3B HR Run RBI TB8 SO SB CS Avg
5.58 years 
1987

590 170 32 3 27 88 101 72 85 3 2 .288 
14347713620 1 34 85 90 B4 60 5 2 .340

First Halt 
Second Half
Vs.RHP
Vs.LHP
Home 
Road

79283
64 194

77 
59

339 105 
13B 31

72234 
71 243

69 
67

6 
14
18 

2
8 

12

0 
1
1
0
1

13

23 
11
28

6
20 
14

49 
36
72
13
47 
36

55 
35
69 
21

51 
39

43 
41
70 
14
48 
36

38 
22
37 
23
30 
30

4 
1
4 
1
5 
0

1 .272 
1 .320
1 .310 
1 .330
1 .293 
1 .361

Now let's look at his sex stats.

KEY TO SEXUAL CATEGORIES

OR (Oral), GEN (Genital),
OR/GEN (Oral/Genital),

OTH (Other)

TYPES OF WOMEN

WIF (Wife), GF (Girlfriend), HIM (Bimbo),
MIST (Mistress), MASS PARL (Massage Parlor

hostess), TS (Total Stranger)
SEXUAL POSITIONS

MISS (Missionary), WAF (Woman Astride, Frontal), 
WAR (Woman Astride, Rear), DOG (Rear)

Kent Hrbek 
Home Games: 80 
Frequency of Sex 
{weekly average)

OR GEN

1 2

BIM WIF MISS

OR/GEN

1 

WIF/WAF

OTH 

2

MASS PARL, 
TS

OR

11

BIM, GF, 
TS, 

MASS PARL

GEN

25

GF, MIST/ 
MISS, WAF, 
WAR, DOG

Kent Hrbek 
Road Games: 79 
Frequency of Sex 
(weekly average)

OR/GEN 

40

OTH 

15

GF, MASS
MIST, BIM/ PARL,
MISS, WAF TS

w"hen playing at home Hrbek averaged six sex acts a 
week, which is not bad for a 65-year-old scmiretired 
accountant, but hardly impressive for a baseball player in 
his prime. He did his wife three times a week, had oral sex 
with a casual pickup, and in desperation visited a massage 
parlor once, and also did something unspeakable with a total 
stranger.

On the road Hrbek averaged 91 sex acts a week, including 
II orals with various women, 25 straight genitals with his 
girlfriend and mistress hi a variety of positions, 40 combos 
of oral/genital with a broad selection of women, and 15 acts 
of perversity with massage parlor hostesses and total stran 
gers. He engaged in 85 more sex acts on the road per week 
than at home.

His batting average at home was .295. On the road it was 
.361. His slugging average was 73 points better on the road 
than it was in the friendly, albeit weird confines of the 
Mctrodome. The most important number of all was his tri 
ples. He hit 13 triples on the road, to lead the league.

When a hitter of Hrbtfk's si/c, weight, and comparative 
lack of speed (a Rickey Hendcrson he's not) legs out 13 tri 
ples, it leads you to believe that he's taking some kind of ille 
gal substance. Not so. He is taking something quite legal (at 
least in most states). It's called hard-core sex. And he does it 
with everybody, wherever he can find it.

Here are the figures:
Hotels
47%

Motels 
22%

Women's Places 
27%

Other
4%

Is this pattern clear enough, or do you want to come down 
to my office and read my lips?

I'll sum it up:
Players who break up si tot of hotel room furniture, cat lots 

of fatty meat and junk food, wear tight briefs and jeans and 
do an incredible amount of sex will have low cholesterol 
counts, low blood pressure, high sperm counts, high sperm 
motility, and very high slugging percentages.

I can find new stats and patterns up the wazoo and it won't 
mean diddle. There's something about eating and screwing 
and breaking up a hotel room on the road that is very appeal 
ing. It's always been that way with athletes and rock stars 
and always will be.

Just to reassure myself, 1 fed a bunch of similar numbers 
into my data base for the likes of Eddie Murray, Danny 
Tartabull, Dwight Evans, George Brett, Wally Joyner, 
Jack Clark, and Darryl Strawberry, and they all came up the 
same as Kent Hrbek's, give or take a few points.

Am I jealous of Hrbek and his ilk? Yes. Well, at least a 
loud "maybe." I don't care about small hotel rooms. I don't 
eat red meat or junk food (except for Wise potato chips) and 
I wear boxer shorts and chinos. But 1 wouldn't mind getting 
a little piece of that other thing. I've been so hung up on this 
Baseball Abstract for so iong that I've forgotten how to do it. 
I have no sex stats for myself. No patterns. Nothing.

I'm going to call Wade Boggs and ask him to introduce me 
to a nice girl, or any girl. He'll do it for me. I've been very 
good to Wade in my rankings. He's number one. My rank 
ings sure come in bandy when it's time to renegotiate a new 
contract, right, Wade? HOW would you like it if I "played 
aroimd" with your stats? Or told my readers that you're 
overrated?

You owe me one, Wade. I don't care what she looks like as 
long as she likes baseball and has a big bum. •
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"Gee, lion. 
not tonight, 

it's miniseries season."

THE CONSTRUCTION WORKER

THE SLEAZE YOU WAITED ON
"Gee, sweetheart, I can't hear you, 
could you bend over a Hale bit more?"

"Buns like a peach, eyes as green as kiwis.'.. "
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THE MEN IN
BY DEBRA RABAS

HEY, YA. DEBRA RABAS, EDITORIAL 
assistant, here. I don't know how many of you 
readers are familiar with the duties of an edito 
rial assistant or how many of you actually care, 
but this may just be my fifteen minutes of fame, 
so sit back and hush up for a second. For those 
of you not familiar with the position of editorial 
assistant, it's pretty much a figurehead title for 
predominantly female liberal arts majors who 
had the determination to finish college but not 
enough sense to come out with a marketable 
skill. A secretary with a title. A gofer who can 
type. -Well, here at the groundbreaking National 
Lampoon, "editorial assistant'" has taken on a 
fresh new dimension; for I, Debra Rabas, am 
responsible for rinding the naked babes, broads, 
and bimbos who grace the pages of this maga 
zine. A breast broker. An ass assigner. The tit 
connection. And although I realize that these 
tasty tarts are the meat and potatoes of any 
humor magazine, I am sick and tired of spending 
my time trying to find the kind of chicks I pay 
good money to see slashed up in summer-camp 
psycho movies. But more important, it's time 
to cash in on Ratso's empty promise-—''Don't 
worry, Deb, next time we need a cute guy, you 
can pick 'im."

Well, it's been almost two years now and the 
closest I've ever gotten to beefcake is spray- 
painting a pack of vibrators red and watching a 
bodybuilder get tied up by three topless garter- 
belted bimbos. I mean, it's not like I'm a nympho 
or anything (really, Mom, it'snot), it'sjustthat 
for once Fd like to get messages like "Rock 
called" or "Spike came by for his check" instead 
of the usual "Bambi and Milzi can't make it." 
Just something to shake up the monotony.

And so herewith, in response to Ratso and Ed 
Subitzky's "The Naked Truth" (February 1989), 
is 'The Men in Your Life Compromised." Girls, 
take heed. Think of all those grubby-fingered 
guidos you had to wait on, those construction 
workers who likened your anatomy to various 
fruits, and the boss who promised but never 
delivered when he told you that one day you'd 
get your chance.

"Sure, Sven. yon can submit letters. We afways need good
male write rs. Oh, when you're finished with (he index,

would you mind making—oh, about a hundred copies of
the intercom list. Oh, and don't forge:

my three o'clock massage."
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RENT-A-SATIRIST
HI! You don't see much of me id this issue, because 
I'm in Sausalito having drink after drink at the 
fashionable No Name Bar. But I flew back for the 
afternoon to talk to you about a very special service 
now being offered by the National Lampoon.

From time immemorial, satirists have been held 
to possess enormous power—power to injure or 
destroy plants, animals, people, even inanimate 
objects, with their rhymes and wit. The- ancient 
Greek satirist Afchilochus made up a poem which 
caused a whole family to hang themselves because 
he was jilted by'their eldest daughter. The prophet 
Muhammad had three satirists who cleared the up 
per Nile of malaria without the help* of a single 
nurse or doctor. And Aithrrne the Importunate, a 
medieval Irish satirist, demolished everything of 
value on that island—a condition which persists 
to this very day.

Now you, too, can wield the fabulous power of 
satire and rid yourself of afflictions and enemies of 
every Kind, and all at a price you can afford...

For a mere $100 per day, you can rent a National 
Lampoon contributing editor— an excellent cure for 
crabgrass, bathroom mold and mildew, or household 
insect pests...

Cockroaches, o cockroaches, Evolutionary dregs.
You're stupid, small, roll your shil in balls.
And have too many legs.
You wear your skeleton on your backs
Like a cheap suit off the racks
At Robert Hall, You stupid, smalt;
Poor, vile, appalling, tiny puss-filled sacks-.
Oul of fashion for eons.
You DaVwinlan sluggards,
Under the sink
We hear you arc buggered
By dung beetles, silverfish, maggots, and lice;
And, what's more and what's worse.
That you Ihfnk that it's nice!
Family BlaUidae. we're out for your blood.
Family Blattidar. your name here is mud.
Get out of the walls and out of the floor.
Out of the kitchen and out of the door,
Out of each tiny crack and each, space.
Or we'll go get some Flit and jpray the whole place!

Originally appeared in the December 1976 Issue.
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[ADVERTISEMENT]

Perhaps you have a more serious problem, something which 
requires a subtler approach—rodent infestation, for in 
stance. Five hundred dollars a day gets you a genuine staff 
writer.,.

You have a still more serious problem? Then it's easily worth 
51,000 for a day-long demonstration ol verbal vituperation 
by one of our associate editors (they're especially good at 
legal problems and removing old wallpaper)...

Go ahead, copper, ticket my car. 
I can afford it; my salary's far 
Larger than yours (that's not saying a lot). 
So is your mother's, who sells her old hot 
Gums and her tongue to bums for a nickel. 
And earns large tips for sticking a pickle 
Away up her womb and blowing it clear 
'Cross the whole room from the chandelier.

Go ahead, copper, ticket my car
While plainclothes police are searching each bar
For a blind and crippled dwarf that they fear
Has rolled, robbed, and beaten your son, the queer.
As for the rest of your fine family.
The only descriptive resort 1 can see
Would be to a fair-sized construct of turds.
For justice could ne'er be rendered with words.
Go ahead, copper, ticket my car.
And call, if you will, my rhymes below par.
Better wit has doubtless cop-ward been senl,
But sure the cop never knew what it meant.
You can rani, threaten death, rave, call me scuz.
And ««;t like a loon. I'm not bothered, 'cause,
TickeWill ydu fly, I'll never pay 'er.
And you'll be fired by — my friend, (he mayor!

Rats?! Rats in here?! Sir, I thin
TKough modern laws allow the use
Of these facilities by Jews,
Women, colored, and all that lot.
Still, rats in here? Sir, I think not1.
These precincts for gentlemen are preserved.
Only gentlemen will be served.
And you may listen in lowest den
And not hear rats called gentlemen.
For e.very decent civilization
Requires a gentlemen to possess
Courage, Taste, and a Good Education,
And Heaps of Money (more or less).
First, Courage examine: 1 call the rat's, slim.
You say he bites babies? I say babies bite him.
1 claim the rat coward and I'll prove it, what's more:
Did ever rat fight in either World War?
Nothing scary about him save his fearful taste
Which inclines him to mud baths in offal and waste.
He has little pink feet —an unspeakable hue;
His cologne is the eau de la pond scum and glue.
And as for a rat with a Good Education;
I say that he's lucky to have had vocation-
Al training. And see if you find a rat
With the diploma to contradict that!
Last, there's the matter of rat .economics:
His fiscal holdings are utterly comic.
A fiduciary outlook glum
Exemplified by his home in the slum.

Beavers would not pee against the trees lfl« J'ou're'made fron
Sierra Club did ch^er that forest Cut.a way.
Savage aborigines would blush'from head to bum
At-authorship of patterns crude as you display.
Paper, the very paste that holds you to the wall
A tapeworm gags. No ily would e'pr leed on such vtaste.
The very palate of a lamprey would be'galled.
Of such is the nature of your wallpaper paste.

My fiber friend, do 1 perceive you look askance
At my critique fair-minded- of the visual blight
You bring these waifs? You're angry? Why, then, here|s your cfr
You skinny fish-Wrap, thin dried scum, come'you down and fi]

You say that money's no 
object in your quest for 
vicious revenge and 'an-' 
nihilation of your en 
emies?! Ten thousand dol 
lars brings a senior editor 
to your aid...

t bejj-you. tell me, beg ofi,bended knee, 
Ex-wife, when was it you stopped loving me.

yVai it wlfen I suggested to
Rope you1 off and starj. a zoo? 

(Yiju would have had your fair share of the fee.)

Or'Were'We of types not enough the same? 
If that's the case, it's a terrible shame.

f$r what is it that ]£ like you?
f think a cud they three times chew. 

And brimr. Nebraska beefsteak fame.
Zulu wives are bought in cattle deals
A Zultf'd love you with Zulu zeal. 

It-costs ten cows to plight"their troth 
Wit|vyod a Zulu could have bo.*U.{

For a Zulu 1 think you'd be a s<j)i»,l,

But I love you still, I do attest. 
I'll love you till I'm layed to res^,

And we'd be married yet, my dear Iqve,
But one thing 1 had a fear of: 

For animal sodomy, sudden arrest.

A vagina denla,
1 never, knew what it meant a-
Las, until I met'with you,
My lass, alas, and now I do,
Miles of Crest and Gleem must go
To fight the stain of menstrual flow...
Or did God form invertedly
To make your gums bleed and ton
It's so! I've heard your mother leH
Where she set teething ring in place,
And how, from low, your first words. fen,
And how she diapered up your face.
Nor could biographer otnit,
And style himself the leastwise hontm,
How you bra'd your knees and skinned'y oar tit,
And hand-walked to" the orthodontist.*
You shave to be decdro.us.
For douche, you use Lavofis,
Your nose is your clitoris...
(Why, that last'i,a psychoanalyti(c.'*0ve_<.
Of most explanations Stir your beliaviQi1 —
You mus't have a deep subconscious-wtoh'
Toib.ugger the powerful, famous^ <lnd ri
You wonder1-what 1 saw 'in you?
You cannot wonder as 1 do
What it is that you see in me'.
it must be my nice shoes you-"prize.
Because the view that assholes'see
Hardly to the knees can rise.
It can't, 1 know, be otherwise,
Since, clearly, you shit out your eyes.Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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Leopold. l«b S- Rhoetc.. !n< Sunk, f. Huikh 

Sniff. Saliti t Lumpii. Builltmc!«. Mnk!c Co.,

Since birth, the world I've terrified. 
I know no mercy when attacked. 
Nurse lib'ral gave my natal slap, 
And Congress passed Toft-Hartley Act.

On Chinese rug 1 toddling sllp'd 
And cursed, and Mao millions slew 
As Holocaust my father caused 
In anger at a single Jew.

O'Rourkes for e'er have so behaved: 
A grumpy day? The Black Plague ruled. 
A plate of 'taters poorly boiled? 
Ire found itself In famine schooled.

As with my kin, so too with me: 
Break a cheap toy and — Korea. 
A "D" In Spanish —tourists get, 
By the thousands, diarrhea.

My whimsical dislike of birds 
Led France to test the atom bomb. 
My draft board's importunate pleas 
Brought slow defeat in Vietnam.

The curse of Kennedys 1 is mine 
(For fifty mile hike, payment fair.) 
And for a mugging in New York 
They get their quality of air.

School bussing.in my neighborhood 
Caused Pat Moynihan appointed. 
The failure of my Belgian watch, 
Common Market left disjointed.

But though I love to raze whole towns, 
Visit nations with awful woes. 
And lay dread waste to continents. 
My forte's making fun of clothes.,.

Reader, for instance, your Earth Shoes. 
Did birth with backwards feet you grace? 
Or are you turned 'round and have I 
Mistaken ringworm far your face?Stop!! StOp!!! Sixty readers just dropped dead in Chicago!!!
You,lucky girl, so fiat you can 
Use old hose to make new tube top. 
And that necklace! Smart idea, 
To buy jewelry in a pet shop.

And your friend s sport coat creation 
What a perfect Hag design for 
Some emerging Negro nation...
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NOT FOR
THE
TIMID!

It's true! These original, uncensored 
cotnix are not for those among us 
who might blush at the sight of skin 
or shy away from —shall we say— 
unusual situations. These comix are 
for those of us who have normal ail- 
American red-blooded corpuscles! 
Those of us who can look a joke in 
the eye and laugh! The collections 
here are by the same underground 
cartoonists who set the comics world 
on its ear with their uninhibited hu 
mor and other-worldly visions.

HARVESTER A.A. 6/89
\55 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10013

YOU MUST BE 18 OR 
older to order these 
comixl The packages 
contain at least 4 books 
with a retail value of at 
least the listed price.

Dirty Comix KGPAC2 11.50 
Humor Comix KGPAC3 7.50 
Drug Comix KGPAC4 8.50 
Newest Comix KGPAC5 12.00 
New Sexy Comix KGPAC6 11.50

Please add $1.00 for postage and handling. All checks must 
be payable within the continental U.S. (New York state 
residents, please add 8'/4 % sales tax.)

Address

City__ .State. .Zip.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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BOOKS
Fi National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary 

Anthology, Volume I Half of our best tenth 
anniversary bunk ever — and the first half. $4.95

G National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary
Anthology, Volume II The sequel is even better. 
S4.95

r National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary, 
Deluxe Edition This one is hardbound, for 
painful dropping on line's foot. 519.95

"~ National Lampoon Foto Funnies The first 
edition of funnies told through fotos, published 
in I9KO. S2.95

D National Lampoon Foto F untile* All-ne\v, all- 
brilliant Foto Funnies. If you liked them in the 
magazine, you'll really love them in the book. 
1986. S2.9.S

n National Lampoon High School Yearbook
Parody Critically acclaimed across America, this 
one still has its surviving writers- chuckling. 
S4.95 

n National Lampoon Sunday Newspaper
Parody A sequel to the High Sfbuul Yi'iirliuiik, 
though the two haw nothing in common. $4.95

[ The Best Of National Lampoon, No. 4 Just 
the good shit from 1 972-1 973. 52.5(1

: The Belt of National Lampoon, No. 5 The
best stuff from 197.1-1974. 52.5(1

I The Best of National Lampoon, No. 7
Encompassing ]975-l'J7(S. S2..SO

;~ The Best oi National Lampoon, No. B joke* 
started getting more expensive in 1976-1977. 
S.1.9.S

II The Best of National Lampoon, No. 9 But we
managed to Sold the line on prices during 1973- 
1980. S.i.95 

r National Lampoon True Facts The origin.il,

; : National Lampoon True Facts '86 The third 
all-new collection not even we could dream up. 
$2.95

"i National Lampoon Deluxe Edition of Animal
House The full-color, illustrated book on whith 
the movie was not based. This came later. S4.95

71 Cartoons Even We Wouldn't Dare Print N'nt 
in the m,ig,t/ine, anyway. Disgusting. Si. 95.

H Son of Cartoons Even We Wouldn't Dare 
Print II: A Sequel Even worse ihan the first. 
S2.9.S

. National Lampoon's Very Large Book of 
Comical Funnies It's comical and it's a reprint. 
It's some of the best damn comics you'll ever see. 
S3. 95

~ National Lampoon Comics Not the siand-ups, 
i\isi the !.iy-duvvns. $2.10

r National Lampoon Dirty Joke Book The
filthy, the funny, and the farmer's daughter. 
S2.95

D National Lampoon Dirty Dirty Joke Book
Collection of ribald stories, limericks, one-liners, 
cartoons, and other off-color works. S2.95

C Encyclopedia of Humor Everything funny from 
A to Z. Hardcover. S4.95

U National Lampoon's Cartoon Book Our
all-time best cartoons at an all-time great price. 
S3. 95

MAGAZINES 
$5.0O EACH

H MAY 1975 / Medicine
~! AUGUST 1975 ' justice
H OCTOBER 1975 / Collector's Issue
G JANUARY 1976 / Secret Issue
D FEBRUARY 1976 / Artists and Mode
D MARCH 1976 / In Like a l.ion
D APRIL 1976 / Olympic Sports
D MAY 1976 / Unwanted Foreigners

r- AUGUST 1976 ' Summer Sex
• : SEPTEMBER 1976 / The Latest Issue 
1 ' OCTOBER 1976 / The I :unny Pages
' NOVEMBER 1976 / Is Democracy Fixed?

DECEMBER 1976 / Selling Out 
~ JANUARY 1977 / Surefire Issue 

FEBRUARY 1977 / Jl-K Reinaugura!
.. MARCH 1977 / Science and Technology 

i , APRIL 1977 / Ripping the l.id off TV 
r JUNE 1977/Careers

i JULY 1977 / Nasty Sex 
~1 AUGUST 1977 ' Cheap Thrills 
~ SEPTEMBER 1977 / Grow Up! 
~ OCTOBER 1977 / All Beatles

; NOVEMBER 1977 / Lifestyles 
I"" DECEMBER 1977 ' Ouistmas in December 
H JANUARY 1978 / The Role of Sex in History 
l~ FEBRUARY 1978 / Spring l/ascism in Preview 
r: MARCH 1978 / Crime and Punishment
• APRIL 1978 / Spring Cleaning 

' MAY 1978 / 1-amilies 
JUNE 1978 / The Wild West 

; JULY 1978 / 100th Anniversary 
"' AUGUST 1978 / Today's Teens

SEPTEMBER 1978 / Style 
' OCTOBER 1978 / Kntertainment

S4.OO EACH
APRIL 1979 / April Knot 
MAY 1979 / International Terrorism 
AUGUST 1979 / Summer Vacation 
OCTOBER 1979 / Comedy 
DECEMBER 1979 / Success 
FEBRUARY 1980 ' Tenth Anniversary 
MARCH 1980 / March Miscellany 
APRIL 1980 / Vengeance 
MAY 1980 / Sex Roles 
JUNE 1980 / 1 resh Air 
JULY 1980 / Slime, Swill, and Politics 
AUGUST 1980 / Anxiety 
SEPTEMBER 1980 / The PusV 
OCTOBER 1980 / A^ression 
NOVEMBER 1980 / Potpourri 
DECEMBER 1980 / l :un lakes a Holiday 
FEBRUARY 1981 / Sin 
MARCH 1981 / Women and Dogs 
APRIL 1981 / Chaos 
MAY 1981 / Naked Ambition 
JUNE 1981 / Romance 
JULY 1981 / Endless, Mindless Summer Sex 
AUGUST 1981 / Let's Get It Up, America! 
SEPTEMBER 1981 / Hack to School 
OCTOBER 1981 / Movies 
NOVEMBER 1981 / TV and Why It Sucks 
DECEMBER 1981 / What's Hip? 
JANUARY 1982 / Sword a'.d Sorcery 
FEBRUARY 1982 I The Sexy Issue 
MARCH 1982 / l :ood Fight 
APRIL 1982 / Failure 
MAY 1982 / Crime 
JUNE 1982 / Do It Yourself 
JULY 1982 / Sporting Life 

' AUGUST 1982 / The New West 
I SEPTEMBER 1982 / Hot Sex! 
: OCTOBER 1982 / O.C. and Stiggs 
: NOVEMBER 1982 / Economic Recovery 
; DECEMBER 1982 / E.T. Issue 
1 JANUARY 1983 / The Top Stories of 1983 
i FEBRUARY 1983 ' Raging Controversy 
' MARCH 1983 / Tumper-l'roof Issue 
: APRIL 1983 / Swimsuit 
: MAY 1983/The South Seas

D JUNE 1983 / Adults Only
DJULY 1983 / Vacation!
~ AUGUST 1983 / Science and Bad Manners
~~: SEPTEMBER 1983 / Big Anniversary Issue
~ OCTOBER 1983 / Dilated Pupils
C NOVEMBER 1983 / No Score
U DECEMBER 1983 / Holiday Jeers

43.0O EACH
C JANUARY 1984 / Time Parody Issue
G FEBRUARY 1984 / All-Comics Issue
D MARCH 1984 / The Sixties' Greatest Hits
D APRIL 1984 / You Can Parody Anything
~. MAY 1984 / Baseball Preview
~ JUNE 1984 / This Summer's Movies
r: JULY 1984 / Special Summer Vim
~ AUGUST 1984 / Unofficial Olympics Guide
H SEPTEMBER 1984 / Fall Fashions
H OCTOBER 1984 / [ttst Good Stuff
D NOVEMBER 1984 / TV' Accidental Issue
C DECEMBER 19B4 / Tbc l,m of the M M.
Z JANUARY 1985 / Good Clean Sex
E FEBRUARY 198S / A Misguided Tour of N.Y.
C MARCH 1985 / The Best of Fifteen Years
D MAY 1985 / Celebrity Roast
R JUNE 1985 / The DOUR Kenney Collection
L; JULY 1985 / Youth at Piny
f I AUGUST 1985 / All-New True Facts
H SEPTEMBER 1985 / Lust Issue
~ OCTOBER 1985 / Music Issue
C NOVEMBER 1985 / Mad As 1 lell
G DECEMBER 1985 / Reagan and Revenge
C JANUARY 1986 / Good Clean Sex
O FEBRUARY 1986 / Money
O MARCH 1986 / All About Women
C APRIL 1986 / Doctors utul Lawyers
" MAY 1986 ' Sports
£ JUNE 1986 / 1 lorror and fantasy
C JULY 1986 / Mot Summer Sex
D AUGUST 1986 / Show Biz
Cl SEPTEMBER 1986 / Sleaze
C OCTOBER 1986 / Back to School

$5.0O EACH
"~: DECEMBER 1986 ' 200th Anniversary
C FEBRUARY 1987 .' Things You Can't Do
C APRIL 1987 / Crime Pays
D JUNE 1987 / Sex and Unusual Practices
~: AUGUST 1987 / All-New True Vatts
r; OCTOBER 1987 / Back to School
r, DECEMBER 1987 / Woman of the Year
C FEBRUARY 1988 / Winter Inventory
~: APRIL 1988 / Television
G JUNE 1988 / Subliminal Sex
D AUGUST 1988 / Even More True Facts
Z OCTOBER 1988 v ,;
D DECEMBER 1988/!><>t Pourri
D FEBRUARY 1989/Tyson
D APRIL 1989/Mediocrity

D National Lampoon Binders Vinyl binders with 
tough mct.i! "rods." Sfi.50 each, SI 1,00 for two, 
515,00 for three. _____ Quantity

[I! National Lampoon Case Binder 1 its many 
types of truiga/.ines. 59.91 each, ___ Quantity

:_.: National Lampoon Binder With all twelve 
issues from .1 given year. Well, not exactly given. 
$24.00 each
_ 1975 _ 1979 „ 198.? „ 1987 
_ 1976 _19SO _ 1984 _ 1988 
_!977 _I9SI _I985 _ Vinyl binder 
_197H _I9K2 _ l9Sfi _Case binder 
If issues in any given year are not listed 
above, please select replacements for missing 
Issues.

ll is imperative that! acquire the n cms checked above m order co keep my home Kumor collection complete. I jm enclosinj 
S2.00 in postage and handling for my order if it's under $5.00, and S2.SO for said charges if the order totals more than 
i5.00, small price to pay for (IS. postal delivery, [f I'm a New York Scare resident I'm adding 8Vj percent salts rax, which, 
is another matter entirely.
Name {please print) —————————————————————————————————————————————————————————
Address ———————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————
City —————————————————————————————————— State ———————————— Zip ———————————
Total amount enclosed ——————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————
Tea TOUT the whole page wuli it ems checked, enclose check or money order, and mail to:
NATIONAL LAMPOON. Dept.NI. 689. 155 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10013.
If you don't want to cut up this publication, print or type all necessary information on a separate piece of paper
and send it along with your check or money order.

Credit card orders: Only on otdets of SZO.OO or more.
MasterCard # __________————————————————————————— Exp. date —————————
Visa*————————————————————————————————————————————Exp. Date ———————————Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



IMD/AN OCEAN

THAT WAS A GOOD 
, FRANK.'
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Idiot Teens

Six months later: The strong
sense of camaraderie among

the Idiot Teens has not
flagged since this report was

researched.

band to lake a break. Then Pete goes up to 
the bandleader, who's about 36 years old 
and, it's my guess, likes to play at proms so 
he can hit on chesty student council trea 
surers or whatever. He says, "Hi, we're the

intermission band —you know, Sinbad and 
the Seven Voyages. The student council 
thought it would be a cute idea for us to do a 
few numbers during the break. We love 
your music and your equipment and we'll 
treat it like it was our own."

I'll tell you, Beryl, I thought Pete had 
blown it. I mean this guy was not into it, 
and, you guessed it, he had this girl who 
was obviously on the student council who 
he was takin' out to the parking lot. But 
then Ringo says, "Aren't you gonna intro 
duce us to your underage date?" Worked 
like a charm. The next thing we knew we 
were up there.

RINGO
When you're onstage, Beryl, there's a lot 

of energy going on. I get into a trance state 
myself, and 1 also find in the communion of 
the many justification for the actions of a 
few. As we started into the riff of "Smoke 
on the Water" —it was the only thing we 
knew how to play —1 felt a power that I 
can't describe in words, as I said to the 
sheriff.

As a sort of commemoration of the cvenl 
I did a little narrative painting—a comic 
strip, you might call it —and all of us agree 
that it gives the flavor of being there more 
than any drunken, shirred sentences could.

APPENDIX F

Editorial from the Brookhaven Student Paper, The Tiger's Str/pe

S5"5^S^^

Eight months later: 
Idiot Teen reverence 
for authority remains 
intact.

PETE
Well, Beryl, one thing's certain—almost 

immediately after the alleged incident, the 
Idiot Teens were back at the Emperor's 
Suite toasting to friendship and golden 
youth. It was all over the news for days 
(Appendix F), and even though the idiot 
Teens made an official statement deploring 
such irresponsible but fantastically imagi 
native behavior, people felt strongly that 
we'd done it. Even King Brent Scott I was 
making threatening noises from his hos 
pital bed, but frankly, Beryl, I don't really 
think he can afford the time off from King 
Rear to come hunt us down.

I'd like to think that the events somehow 
add up to a kind of modern-day parable, if 
you will, about subversion, mind control, 
and some other related themes. The main 
thing, tl)ough, is that we weren't arrested 
arid all evidence is purely circumstantial. 
And that's the way we'd like to keep things.

B Y TURNING a forum for ritual dis 
play—a prom —into a ritual sacri 
fice, (he Idiot Teens had shown a 

perceptive gift for parody of established 
social norms. When I broached thin theory 
to the group, they agreed heartily: "Call it 
any excuse you want, Beryl," Sinbad said. 

Later, at rheir behest, I participated in an 
Idiot Teen tradition and sampled a beertini, 
as well as a beer 'n' ionic, beer Collins, 
baerdiivc'r, and brewermaker. As one thirst 
was quenched, others grew, and I would 
have been hard-pressed to refuse their invi 
tation to stay in Jerry's Corners to observe 
the town's annual Oktoberfesl, known 
among the Idiot Teens as the City-Wide Pork 
Party. And so until then, I remain at the 
Emperor's Suite, living and interacting with 
the Idiot Teens, getting to know their world 
more fully and gathering data which I hope 
to report on in later installments. •

they
NATIONAL LAMPOON 99

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



38 PRIVATE 
£T£

IN THE
RL 

CO/^A

SKIP THE PATE AMD TIME. 
JUST 0LINK THE

I

100 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



PRODUCT BARGAIN BONANZA
Unisex sports apparel from world-famous

authentic styling and fit and brilliant, eye-catching graphics

TS 1030—National Lampoon Black Sox TS 1043—National Lampoon's Vacation TS 1035—National Lampoon Frog Polo Shirt.
Baseball Jacket. Famous saiiiicsqut jacket with Sweatshirt. Starring Marly Moose on the from. Sam Gross's double-amputee frog is featured above 
real cotton lining. 133-95 J 16.95 the left nipple on this fine product. In white, blue,

camel, green, gray, or yellow. $14.5)5

I TS 1059—National Lampoon's Vacation TS 1031—National Lampoon's Vacation TS 1044—National Lampoon's Vacation 
T-shirt. With the VRUley World logo- $7.95 T-shirt. With Many Moose on the front. 17-95 Sweatshirt. This time with the WUley World logo.

$16.95Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



-Overttee Heavyweight 
T*Shlrt. Poilienessman, in one of Ills 
mosi famous adventures. 100 percent 
cotton. 11O.95

TS 10B2—National Lampoon 
Mona Gorilla Oversize
Heavyweight T-ihlrt. Mona Gorilla 
with her college and graduation date. 
100 percent cotton. J 10.95

TS 1064—National Lampoon
Sport* Sweatshirt. With our inter 
nationally renowned double-amputee 
frog over the left breast. 122.95

TS 1061—National Lampoon 
Dirty T-shirt. For the slob In (he 
family It already comes with staJns, 
footprints, you nameit. White. S7-95

TS 1032— National Lampoon Hat.
Sort of like a baseball cap, but better. 
W.95

TS 1027—National Lampoon 
Black Sox Softball Jersey. The
kind the 1919 Chicago White Sox 
wore after they threw the Series. 
18.00

TS1041-") Got My Job Through TS 1050-Authentlc Football,
the National Lampoon" T-shirt. Jersey. 100 percent nylon-mesh'
And you canhiiyihisshlrt through the authentic football Jersey, White.
National Lampoon as well. 46.95 126.95

TS 1029—National Lampoon 
Mona Gorilla T-shirt. Ah. yes. The 
divine Miss Mona. 14.95

TS 10S3-Overslze Heavyweight 
T-shirt. Ed Suhttzky's risque comic 
strip with a great punch line. 100 
percent cotton. (10.95

TS 1034—National Lampoon 
Sweatshirt. Available In navy with 
white lettering, white with red 
lettering, and gray with black 
lettering, $13.95

TS 1049-Authentic Football 
Jersey. Made of 50 percent nylon 
plaited/5" percent cotton. (20.95

TS 1045—Acra Hooded Sweat 
shirt. Made of 50 percent Creslan*1 
acrylic fihcr/5l> percent cotton, with 
hood. (18.95

TS 1039-"Save the Frog" Glow- 
m-the-Dark Polo Shirt, i 00 percent 
cotton. (10.95

TS 1046—Acra Sweatshirt. Same 
specs as the hooded shirt but without 
the hood. 13.95 
TS 1048-Marathon 80 Shorts.
100 percent nylon tricot running 
shorts with inside key pocket. (9-50

TS 1036—National Lampoon 
Football Jersey. With the famed V 
neck coveted by persons with 
triangular heads everywhere.! 13.95

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



TS 1060—National Lampoon 
MOOM Polo Shirt. Features Many 
Moose above the left nipple, In 
while, blue, or yellow, $ 14.95

TS 102B- Nation!) 
Lampoon's Animal 
Hou*e BaMbaH SMrt.
Witli3/'t-knj(!hsl(.'<;ve5ai 
a 3/4-length price. (8,00

TS 1058—National Lampoon'* European Vacation 
T-ihkt. No T-shirt collection would be complete with 
out a picture of the "pig in the poke" that got the 
Grlswokls to Europe. (6.95

ItWaa
The Deltas
Against

TheHulos-
Tte Rules Lost!

TS 1038—National Lampoon 
Frog Sweater. There's that damn 
double-amputee frog again. This 
time on a handsome sweater. In 
blue, camel, gray, or black. 120.95

TS 1029-National Lam- 
poon't Animal Home T-ehtrt.
With pictures of Bluto, Otter, 
and ihe rest of ihe hoys on the 
front, $«,9S

"IHATS 
KQTV1INNX

TS 1026-Natlonal Lam 
poon '•That's Not Funny, 
That'i Sick!" T-shirt, Boy, 
docs that double-amputee frog 
get around. Here he is again. 
I6.9S

TS 1066-True 
Fact* T-thlrt.
Will) George 
Washington on 
tin.- front, an au 
thentic "ttuc Fact 
on the back. Four 
different True 
Facia lo choose 
from! $10.95

TS 1065-TroU and
Bnnnfe T-«h!rt. America'* 
favorite dog-and-tecn it-am 
jump off ihe pages of this 
man antl on!0 Vour hack. 
»7.95

TS 1063—Nation*! Lampoon 
Moose Sweater. Same as the Frog 
Sweater, only with our moose, In 
gray or black. 120.95

WHITE SULPHUR SPRINGS, MONTANA— 
Four riflemen firing a ceremonial salute at a 
military funeral accidentally shot the 
minister. — San Francisco Chronicle

(B) MANCHESTER,IOW— Tbdeterwanderlng 
in the halls, authorities at West Delaware 
High School required each student on his 
way to the bathroom to wear a toilet seat 
around his neck. — Wasktngtott Post

(C) After an eighteen-month study, the British 
Academy of Science recommended 10 Par 
liament that British rock siars IK- prohibited 
from selling their semen to commercial 
sperm banks — UMKC University News

(D) A local citizen was arrested and charged
with public indecency after lie allegedly 
was observed placing bin male organ in a jar 
of staw dressing at the local supermarket, 

—Dnumers Grove (Otlnoia) Kepurter

TS1019 $4.95 _S_M_L_XL
TS1026 $6.95 _S_M_L
TS1027 $8,00 _S_M_L
TS1028 $8,00 _S_M_L
TS1029 S6.95 _S_M_L
TS1030 $33.95 _S_M_L
TS1031 $7,95 ^S_M_L
TS1032 $7.95
TS1034 $13.95 _S_M_L_XL

	COLOR _____ 
TS1035 $14.95 _5_M_L

	COLOR _____ 
TS103G $13.95 _S^M_L

TS1038 TS1053 $10.95 _S_M_L_XL 
TS1057 $10,95 _S_M_L_XL 
TS1058 $6,95 ^S_M_L_ 
TS1059 $7.95 _S_M__L_ 
TS1060 $14.95 _S_M_L_

COLOR _____
TS1061 $7.95 _S_M_L_XL 
TS1063 $20.95 _S_M_L

COLOFt_____
TS10M $22,95 _S_M...L_XL
TS1065 $7.95 „ S _ M „ L _ XL
TS1066 $10,95 _S_M_L_XL

Indicate the product* you with to purchase, encloie chock or money order, plaea In envelope and sand to: 
NATIONAL UMPOON, Dept.6/89, 156 Avenue of Ihe Ameflces, New York, N.Y. 10013. 
Please enclose $1.50 for postage and handling for each Item ordered; New York State residents, 
please add 0!4% sales tax. Add $1.0.0 extra per Item for foreign orders.
Check I lemi d! sir id and circle slio

Name (please print) 
Address

. Slate. -Zip-
I have enclosed a total of $_

II you don't wsni to cut up this publication, print oilypo all ngceiiaiy Information on i nparale pleco ol aapar and send It along with your check or monny orfls
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Earl's Biceps
from [>Jgc 45

to admit, I got caught up in the excitement 
pretty fast, what with the screaming and 
the fire and all.

Fat Mr. Darl stood up before the crowd 
on the gazebo and shouted instructions 
through a megaphone. He warned us to be 
wary of Earl's tricks, like the one he pulled 
last year, when he ran with the crowd for 
nearly three hours, shaking a club and 
wearing a false nose and glasses, before 
someone finally recognized him. "Don't be 
fooled!" Mr. Darl bellowed.

When we at last left, charging through 
the park and into the woods on the edge of 
town. I was so excited that I thought I 'd pee 
my pants. Never in my life had 1 been part 
of a bloodthirsty mob, although once in 
fifth grade 1 did join a group of other boys 
who were playing bull-in-the-ring with 
weak and myopic Sherman Lcswing. We 
pushed Sherman from one side of the circle 
to the other, and when his glasses fell to the 
cement and rough Billy MacElroy stomped 
on them, I let out such a savage laugh that 
even I was startled.

My father ran a few yards ahead of me. 
whirling his bat over his head and howling 
like a banshee. I tried to match my pace 
with his but I would consistently lose

ground whenever I had to backtrack, fight 
ing the onrushing crowd each step, and 
retrieve my mallet head. We had run 
through the woods like this for an hour 
when the pack suddenly veered to the right. 
Apparently someone had spotted Earl run 
ning on the fringe of the group, wearing a 
silver plastic wig and a Sirloin Stockade 
nametag that said Hi! My Name's Rolj.

"There he goes!" someone shouted, and 
even though I personally couldn't see 
beyond the torches and heads before me, I 
was told that Earl had hurdled a fallen tree 
and disappeared into the dense under 
growth near Pfiefer's Creek. "We got him 
now!" said a skinny and awkward boy run 
ning next to me. He was carrying an opened 
Boy Scout knife, and every so often he 
would whip it about in the air —as if slicing 
up an invisible attacker—and make swish 
ing sounds with hi.s mouth. When he turned 
to smile at me I saw that he was toothless 
and that he had an enormous fur-covered 
birthmark on his throat. "We got him now !" 
he said.

And we did. Or rather everyone else did. 
By the time 1 got to the edge of the water 
where the lead members of the group—the 
fair-haired boys of Swallowville's athletic 
programs —had tackled him. there wasn't 
much left, The frenzied mob had kicked 
and bludgeoned Earl viciously, this despite 
a last paltry ruse; he had held a stiff and

slender mannequin's arm out from his left 
side and repeated "Can you direct me to the 
metre?" even as his attackers crashed upon 
him.

I did walk up close to see his body, 
though. It lay broken and bloody in the 
weeds, the biceps still large, but not nearly 
the size it had been in June and July, when 
its width could take up most of a good- 
sized window sill.

I stared at Earl for quite a while, and I felt 
the wind pick up, come suddenly and 
sharply from the north, and I knew that 
winter was on its way. that my evenings on 
country roads with Norma Sue Schmidt- 
berger were over, and that I'd no longer 
hear my mother scream in the night or my 
father rush out the front door in his boxer 
shorts. As I stood down by the creek's edge, 
the crowd breaking up and heading for 
home. I already missed the girls in their 
cutoffs and tube tops, walking before the 
shop windows with their long and brown 
legs, inviting reckless boy.s like me to slip 
between them.

1 knew that Earl could not be dead, not 
really dead. Beneath his ragged chest there 
had to be the faint beating of his heart, just 
enough to allow him consciousness and 
then strength to crawl back to his house, 
where he could recuperate and do curls 
with his left arm until winter had spent its 
force. •

War Stories
continued from page 16

where in the bowels of a tall building of a 
world-famous cult arc photographs of my 
brother with dogshit in his hand and a huge 
smile on his face.

That was pretty exciting. I'd never been 
the object of a smear campaign before. The 
upside is we figure we can gel a screenplay 
out of the experience. We're hoping to get 
John Travolta to play the part of the 
beleaguered National Lampoon editor. It 
could give his career the shot in the arm it 
needs.

It's a sad commentary when li'l ol' guitar 
pickers like me are badgered by rich bullies 
wrapped in a shroud of arrogance and self- 
righteou.sncss. And all of this because we 
made fun of their sacred beliefs. But they 
didn't have the guts to fight fair. They could 
have defended themselves in one of their 
numerous publications. But no, that would 
have been practicing freedom of speech, 
not to mention freedom of the press. They 
had to wreak revenge through underhanded 
lies and insinuation and badgering and 
intrigue. It's interesting that such a power 
ful organization is so insecure that it feels 
threatened by some caustic ridicule in a 
humor magazine.

But enough of this. We are, after all, a 
humor magazine, and I've regressed into an 
area some might describe as serious. "Liv

ing is easy, comedy is hard." someone once 
said. Do you know how difficult it is to be 
funny on demand? I'd tell a joke, but I can't 
remember any. I'm a musician, not a come 
dian. So I'll sing a song I've just written 
about moving from L. A. back to New York. 
It's in the key of E if you'd like to play 
along.

LOST IN LA*
I was iistenin' to musk this morning 
Simple three chord songs 
It's something I always turn to 
When things are gain' wrong
Maybe it's the state of California 
Maybe it's my state of mind 
Bin so far I just ain't found 
What I came out here to find

CHORUS:
I'm so far from my homeland
Three thousand miles away
Stuck in Hollywood, removed from

reality 
Lost in L.A.

Got a sunburn thai won't quit me 
SmogJIowin' up my nose 
A girlfriend at the airport 
Sellin' Jesus in a rose

CHORUS

I ain't gonna read your scrip!, man 
I ain't gonna cut no deal 
! ain' t gonna take a lunch, dude 
/ain't gonna kiss your heel
I'in goin' back to New York
The land ofnoi.se and dirt
Where it .snows at Christmas like it

should 
And a man can walk to work

CHORUS

And here I am, back in the city that never 
sleeps. Sometimes life really feels like one 
big war story: dodging bullets, land mines, 
and syphilis. As much as I dread writing my 
obligatory column every bimonth. it serves 
to remind me that I've survived another 
battle. Life's been a trial of apartment hunt 
ing, tax paying, tumultuous love affairs, 
career confusion, cultural and social 
upheaval, a thoroughly frightening uncer 
tainty about the future, and a deadline that 
has lo be met every other month,

But I'll be damned if I'll let it bother me. 
I'll be there on the front line with guitar 
under one arm, typewriter under the other, 
resolve in my eye. and tongue in my cheek, 
ready to defend all that is right and good 
and nice and hip and reasonably attractive.

And. to quote my hero Maxwell Smart. 
Agent 86. loving it. •
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STATE OF THE ART IN BIOTECHNOLOGY

WAPONIMETRICALLV

[OVERUSED NATIONALLY SINCE 1979 
WITH OVER 70.000 UNITS SOLD WORLDWIDE

AS SEEN ON THE BBC'S 
TOMORROW'S WORLD

Hello, my name Is Jeffery DeMarco, president and founder of Pyraponlc Industries. My master's thesis is on the cannablnold profile. In pursuit of my own master's thesis, I 
generated (tie most extensive popular literature library In the world. Then, I generated the most extensive scientific bibliography In the world. I then went Into a laboratory at 
a major university undet Federal license in which 1 designed a laboratory growth chamber called the PHQTOTRON. If you read all of the popular literature, I did; all ol the so lent 11 ic 
literature, I did; and look at every apparatus (or growing plants, you will find one common denominator. Every system, UP TILL NOW, has attempted to recreate Hawaii. I suggest 
that when you finally achieve ihe recreation of Hawaii, you can do NO BETTER than Hawaii's resulls. AND WHAT ARE HAWAII'S RESULTS? In fac! you will grow the plant 6 
to 9 months, 6 to 12 feel tall. In fact, you will average a 6 Inch Internodal length (distance between budding sites). In fact, have a 10% budding ratio at the tops of the plant. 
In fact, throw away 90% of the plant material (leavershake). And, In fact, YOU MUST START ALL OVER AGAIN. Look, the only thing I am walling nine months for is a baby, 
number one. Number two, I do not want a tree tn my house. And number three, i am not going to pay the ELECTRIC BILL TO PRODUCE THE SUN somewhere In my closet. 
Do not let its pretty looks fool you. Do not let Its size (36 Inches tall x 18 Inches wide) fool you. Do not let Its weight at 17 ibs. fool you. The Phototron II will dtaw $4,00 per 
month (n electricity (average). My system Is totally different. In fact, you will grow 6 plants, 3 feet tall In 45 days, guaranteed. You will maintain a one-Inch Internodal length, 
.guaranteed. That each plant will produce 1,000 budding sites, FROM TOP TO BOTTOM, guaranteed. And there will be 6 plants per Individual PHOTOTHON II, rjuaranteed. And

this Is the only system In !he world where you can re-flower and re-bud the exact same
plants every -15 days up to nine tlnies per year without killing them off, EVER. Then you
may re-flower and re-bud the exact same plants, every 45 days up to nine times per year, 
while you remove from the system every single solitary day. Every day (average 6-8 ounces 
every 45 days). You remove from the PHOTOTRON II every single solitary day, beginning 
on day 20 from seed germination. I personally, guarantee and service back the PHOTOTRON 
II, so do not let Its technical nature throw you. You receive simple, step by step Instruc 
tions. Because Ihe system ts TOTALLY COMPLETE, you will do three things: 1. Select your 

i seed. 2. Plug the system in. 3. Water it. Then, If you have any questions at all, you may 
call me directly, Ask your question. Get the answer. And carry en about your business. 
You can not fail with my PHOTOTRON It. I do not allow any ot my PHOTCfTRONS to fall 
below SHOWCASE. I personally have guaranteed every PHOTOTRON that has ever been 
sold. And and I have never had one returned. I am not starting now. Call me at 
1-619-451-BUDS. If you do not learn more about plant production than you hava ever learned 
before, 1 will pay you for the call. Can you aftord not to call? Jeffery Julian DeMarco

HAUDE SYSTEMS
PHOTOTRON

1-619-451-B-U-D-S
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Stories from

UNCLE KUNTA
A^OLLV AND TODD HAVE COftXE TO 
VISIT UNCLE KUNTA,THEIR FRIEND 
AMD MENTOR . THIS TIAAE THEY'VE 
BROUGHT ALONG A BOOK FOR HIM 
TO READ. LETS JOIN THEN\ IN 
HGARIN& THE STORY....

WELL,LETS BEG1NAT THE \ 
0E&INNIN&-OMCE LIPONA \ 
TIME OERE WASD\SCRUISe \ 

I
CRUISES OR SOMETHIN'-YOU/ 

, DA ONE DAT WHITE \ 
CHICK IS, ALYJASS VAKKIN'ABOUT\ 

ON TV? weU-.ONE DAV IT HlT A ROCKOR 
SOMETHIN'ANDTHE ONLY ONE TO^AKS

THIS BOOK.UNCLE l, T TO THE ISLAND WAS ROBINSON! 
KUNTA? ITS CALLED X.__________..J^______________ 

'ROBINSON CRUSOB.V \ """~

WHY SHO, ILL READ 
XOU DIS BOOK 
ITS A GOOD ONE!

u RolNSON \MERE DFRE A WHILE 
SEE, SO H£ iV\ADE H1SSELF CLOTHES 
OUT OF ANl/V\Al_ SKIMS At^D LIKE 
DAT- V-.'6LL, BELIEVE "YOU ME, MB 
LOOK DA FOOL. IN feM 1

IT WAS A GOOD THIMG HE WAS 
ftLONE,'CAUSE DID ANYONE SEE" 
HlfA DRESSED LIKE DAT DEV 
WOULD LAUGH DE.WSELF SILLYI 
SMO' ENOUGH, ONE DOES-DIS 
BLACK DUDE WHO BE DRESSiN' 
FINE!

WOOoeEE.WHO B6VO
TAILOR , BULLVJINKLE7

HUK.HUK I

/WHAT V'AUL 
f VOU CALL ME FRIDftV! 
V WHAT, YOU (SOT A PHONE 
V OR

I DONT CARE FOR VOUR > 
ATTITUDE, FR1DAV . KWEEL
DOWN AMD LET ME PUT

FOOT ON VOUR HEAD,
YOU'LL BE /W SLAVE. ,

\ GOT A,NAN\E, THANK
VOU - ITS TYRONE -

GUT 3INC6 YO' UKE M\CK-
NAW\ES SO ^UCH YOU CAN
CALL ME FRIDAY AND I'LL

CALL vou -LET& SEE...
WiTH THAT FUNNY 

HAT, I'LL CALL YOUNO, ILL CALL 
YOU FRIDAY!
IN OTHER 

GIVE YOU A 
CHRISTIAN 

NAAAG.

You PUT *o FOOT 
ON w\s HEAD AMD ILL
PUT fV\V FIST IM 

YO' FACE M >
YALL COULD OPEN 
UP A Be-ER. CAN ON 
THAT HEAD!

WELL, DAT DID IT - THE TWO OF >] 
DEM PUT UP DERE DUKES AND 
BEGINS TO FI0HT - NOW, FRIDAYis &EATIN' ROBINSON GOOD

MOLLY, TODO, 
DINNER!

5
DAT'3 TOO BAD f 
YO'ALL COME 
BACK AND ICL 
READ DA REST.

C7HE CHILDREN DEPART IN 
HASTE, HOPING TO RETURN 
A&AIN SOON.

YO ALL COME
BACK SOON,

HEAR?
OOPS! .-,„,

T GOT TO GET OAT lj
FIXED!

OWVJ1 I THINK REDID 
THAT ON PURPOSE!

VBftH* AMP ME 
HAD THE BOOK 
UPSIDE DOWN 1 
I DONT THINK 
THftT'S THE WAN 
THE STORV&OES.
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MAIL ORDER EXPRESS
Choose your Favorite

VIDEOSTAR
SATISFACTION MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE
If not delighted with your puchase simply return within 30 days 
for a full refund, credit or exchange [minus P8H] 
NO QUESTIONS ASKED'

These are [he newest and most famous girls appearing in adu II (ilrnsioaay. 
Each one of these lovely starlets ^pprais in totally unccnsored, explicit 
action with A host of dynamic superstuds.-You won't believe youi eyes" 
Each tape is recorded in higli resolution full color ^icJeo with complete 
musical score, Delivered brand new from the tectoiy in their own ooxes 
And at less Itiamhe price of most rentals.-Own yours today'

D GINGER LYNN 
QVANESSADELRIO
O JANETTE LITTLEDOVE 
OJOANNA STORM 
D BLONDI BEE 
D HEATHER WAYNE 
ODANIELLE 
D LISA DE LEEUW 
QTRACY ADAMS 
D RACHEL ASHLEY 
D JEANNIE PEPPER
Q RAVEN
D SAM A NTH A STRONG
D BARSI DAHL
DMKKIRANDALL
D PUR>LE PASSION
n FRANKI LEIGH

THE DANY I S 8
LOWEST DANY5 SIS

PRICES' DANYS S20
n ANY 13 $25

DSEKA
n CHRISTY CANYON
D KARI FOXX
DSTACEYDONOVAN
lH TAIJA RAE
n EBONY AYES
FJ SERENA
HGAIL FORCE
D CONSTANCE MONEY
D 5HARON MITCHELL
D KEISHA
D SHANNA MC CULLOUGH
n TAMMY REYNOLDS
n KATHLEEN GENTRY
D MEGAN LEIGH
D RACHEL RYAN

IH KAYE PARKER 
H NINA HARTLEY 
H KIM CARSON 
n AMBER LYNN 
D BUFFY DAVIS 
D BUNNY BLEU 
DANGEL KELLY 
D BREEZY LANE 
D ROBIN CANNES 
OELLERIO 
D KRISTA LANE 
D LINDA SHAW 
D DANA LYNN 
DAJA
LI LAUR!E SMITH 
DLOISAYRES

DANY ?1 530 POSTAGE & 
DANY 35 535 HANDLING FEES
DALL50S37.50

ill BARBARA DARE

D I TO 8 VIDEOS S3 
a 13 TO 24 VIDEOS $4 
D 35 TO 50 VIDEOS S5

BONUS
If you buy the complete series of 50 videos we'll include 10 all color uncensored magazines FREEI

Send to: VIDEOSTARS INC. Depl. «*' 
PO. Box 5460 Chicago, 1L 60680-5460

I enclose S______ incl. P&H as payment in full
DCash D Check a Money Ofder US FUNDS ONLY
D COD's add S8 extra D VHS D BETA
D s2 extra for first class handling
DI am over 18 years of age & request this material

Name — 

Address.

ST/Zip _____ 

Sign/Age/Date.

FREE ADULT VIDEOS 
& MAGAZINES!
JUST TO GET YOUR FUTURE BUSINESS
Nobody undersells VIDEO SALES and we want to prove it) We're looking tor active buyers of hardcore sex 
products, so were making this exclusive offer to new customers only. This offer comes with no strings 
attached, no obligations and no threatening letters in the future Because we are sure that once you see the 
great products we have to offer, you'll become a regular buying customer. Just for this offer we've assem 
bled the hottest collection of uncensored videos featuring the newest stars doing truly nasty things. All 
videos come with an unconditional guarantee for future credit.
So start your collection today and enjoy regular savings on the newest hardcore releases and porn classics.
Here's how it works choose any 6 titles listed below and pay only S5 for Postage & Handling. Include $4 
P & H for each group of 6 thereafter. Special all 30 Videos just S20 P & H.

D ENDLESS LOVE 
IH LOVE TRIANGLE 
CWET FANTASY 
DSPREADITWIDE 
D NAUGHTY NIGHTS 
d BLACK HEAT

DATOUCHOFASS
D 517 ON IT
D LOVE SPELL
D BLACK MAGIC
D NATURALLY SWEET
D ON 1 HE MAKE

D BLONDE DE JOUR 
DOUT FOR FUN 
D BUSTY & LUSTY 
D CLOSE SHAVE 
D LOVE MUSCLE 
HI QUICK LICKS

C LUST WEEKEND 
D SWEET & WET 
T] ALL OUT SEX ACTION 
r] LESBIAN LOVERS 
^ HOT TUB HEAT 
H INSIDE TRADING

D LIQUID LIPS 
D PANTY PEEL 
Q ALL THAT JIZZ 
[J BURNING LOVE 
D HOT BRUNETTES 
G DOUBLE HEADER

MAGAZINES...We also carry a wide assortment of hardcore magazines. Pay only S5 for each group of ten 
assorted mags, (up to 40 Magazines).
Send Ad with your name S address to: VIDEOSALES Dept. vi69 Po Box "S" Michigan City. In. 46360. 
Specify; DVHSorDBeta Youmustbe IStoorder.

ALL NEW
VIDEO
CATALOG
ON VIDEOTAPE

2V2 HOURS

OVER 100 MOVIE 
PREVIEWS
Now you can build your adult video library the 
smart way. Choose from explicit action-packed 
XXX previews on Leisure Concepts unique 
Video Catalog tape. That's tight. This 150 
minute all coior video consists of complete 
previews of 105 of out hottest adult movies 
available for purchase [famous titles as low as 
S4.95) featuring Blondie Bee, Christy Canyon 
and Ginger Lynn. Over 100 Stars. You 'I! see 
highlights of 600 uncensored scenes including 
at least as many wet endings. So stop shopping 
in the dark and take advantage of this no 
obligation offer todayl With your order you'll 
receive our current explicit printed catalog 
bursting with hundreds of videos, magazines 
and marital aids.

REBATE
with your order we'll include a S 10 rebate 
coupon to use on your next order.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
If you are not delighted with your purchase 
simply return for a credit toward future pur 
chases and keep the rebate coupon as our gift.

CALL 
1-8OO-874-896O
With VISA/MASTERCARD/DISCOVER orders- 
Ask for VCT 7 & include Dept # from address to 
speed up order processing

D VCT 7 $9.95
SPECIFY DVHS D BETA
D Coven lent Value-Packed Printed Catalog 
only S2.00 (includes P/H)
I enclose S__ Plus S4 P/H (Video Cassette 
tape orders only]
VISA/MC # _____________ EXP ____ 
NAME_______________________ 
ADDRESS/APT. __________________ 
CITY________________________ 
STATE/ZIP _____________________
S1GN/AGE/BDTE

I am over 18 years old S request this material

Gary, IN. 46409

CUSTOMER SERVICE INQUIRIES ONLY 219-981-2274^,,
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"Summer Fun
continued from page 54

lime of your life. Pimps have the best par- 
tics in town. The girls are the finest —not 
the trash that work the streets. The drugs 
are first-class and so is everything else, 
including the best Chinese takeout food in 
the city.

The Fruit-Picking 
Circuit

Sun Belt 

All summer

The fruit pickers of America are a kind of 
gypsy tribe, traveling from one state to 
another, picking the lush fruits and berries 
of each season. Fruit pickers are an exotic 
combination of melancholy and exuber 
ance, sadness and passion. Above all, fruit 
pickers love to party. At night, when the 
labor is done, they gather around their 
campfires and sing the old songs, the songs 
that their fruit-picking fathers sang and 
their fruit-picking fathers sang before 
them. They sing, dance, and drink their 
own fruit wines, made only a day earlier, so 
they're still raw and powerful.

Everyone smells sweaty and earthy, but 
also of fresh blueberries, peaches, plums, 
or grapes. The party never stops until 
everyone has been laid. (The most tempes 
tuous ones are the cherry pickers. You can 
Freudianize that one if you want, but why 
bother?)

This is party fun at its grittiest and 
cheapest. Just put in a good day's work in 
the orchard and join the fun later that night!

ABROAD

Spider Eating

Tijuanci, Mexico 

June

The new craze that acts as a stimulant to get 
a party going. You swallow a few spiders — 
small, cute ones, not the big, hairy mon 
sters. It's done with a shot of tequihi and a 
wedge of lime (the drink is called "Kiss of 
the Spider Woman"). In a second your 
stomach feels like someone is kissing and 
blowing it. It's the spiders irying to stay 
alive as your digestive tract slowly eats

them. They crawl, kick up a fuss, and tickle 
the hell out of you, giving you a sensual 
thrill that is hard to describe but works 
especially well on women. After a couple 
of spiders and a shot of tequila, women arc 
ready to attack men on the streets.

Egg Clubs
Tokyo, Japan 

May to October

The most erotic of the new Oriental clubs. 
Beautiful Japanese women practice the art 
of sitting on raw eggs and swallowing them 
up their anuses without breaking them. You 
will also see other egg-swallowing feats 
that add a new dimension to body control. 
Tricks are done with poached and sunny- 
side eggs, omelets, and eggs Benedict. As 
you enter these clubs (called "Shibo- 
Shibo") you arc given a number. If your 
number turns up on one of the eggs used in 
a trick, you are entitled to the girl, free. 
Shibo-Shibo clubs are found all over Tokyo 
and arc now spreading to Hong Kong, 
Macao, and the entire Pacific Rim.

Hanojobs

Budapest, Hungary 

Year round

The home of some of the most beautiful 
women in the world. The women of Buda 
pest, especially the older ones, are famous 
for their stroking. No one strokes a man's 
body {and his mind) as skillfully as Hungar 
ian women. Remember the Gabor sisters? 
Their secret is not a secret in Budapest, the 
center of the handjob, or kaprikashki in 
Hungarian.

Everyone in Budapest goes to the kapri, 
the coffeehouses where the beautiful ladies 
sit and stroke them to pieces. You enter a 
kapri, order a drink and a plate of cookies

A kaprikashki goes well 
with any meal in Budapest.

or a pastry, and a beautiful older woman 
sits at your table and talks to you in charm 
ing Hungarian-accented English. She is 
exquisite, dignified, vivacious, beautifully 
dressed, and perfumed. And as you get to 
know each other, her hand is deftly resting 
on your lap under the table, doing the most 
delicately bizarre things you ever felt.

It's a good thing to bring a little gift for 
the lady —a pair of Calvin Klein pantyhose 
or some good Belgian chocolate (no 
Hershey bars, please!). Stroke ladies love 
little gifts. Kaprikashki is the civilized way 
to be pleasured, while enjoying a fine cof 
fee and a brandy, and a good way to meet 
the finest people in Hungarian society.

Rampant Sex
Odessa, Russia 

Year round

This teeming seaside city is where you'll 
find love, Russian-style. Single girls (plctki) 
outnumber the men sixteen to one. The 
girls are desperate for male companionship 
and will do anything to get it. Sexual 
offcnscs in Odessa are committed almost 
exclusively by women. Exhibitionism, 
rape, kidnapping for sexual imprisonment, 
and open solicitation are common. Your 
wildest fantasies will come true in Odessa. 

The only question is: how desperate are 
you? Almost all of Odessa's pletki arc ugly. 
Not homely, but deep-down ugly. A girl 
with a mustache and a mole on her face is 
considered beautiful. Some men, espe 
cially Russians, have developed a taste for 
Odessa women. They are best handled 
after you've had a quart of vodka.

KukiWeek

Dubrovnik, Yugoslavia 

July 10-17

The Fort Lauderdale of Eastern Europe. 
Don't miss Kuki Week, when kuki, the blue 
beer of the region, is brewed fresh and 
everyone gets incredibly drunk and does 
the strange Yugoslavian customs —kicking 
you in the stomach, picking your nose, and 
rubbing your buttocks with mustard. 
Yugoslavians are obsessed with crude 
practical jokes and physical humor. The 
most fun of all are the Wet Overcoat Con 
tests on the beaches. Big, lusty Yiigo 
women wear thick, hairy wool overcoats 
that cling to them like glue as they parade 
around for the judges and the prizes. Yugo 
men have discovered electric wheelchairs 
and race around the city in them, banging 
them into each other like little cars in an 
amusement park. Rent a wheelchair and 
join the fun. •
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CLASSIFIED ADS
Amusing way to improve your grades! Colorful 
taped guide to better grades and better study 
habits. The Tenowski/Fragerini blockbuster 
cassette, now only $9.95. Send to: In-Tuna, 
P.O. Box 44, Kill Devil Hills, NC 27948.

DATING BIBLE
I MEKKER BRAUS RESEARCH Has researched 100's ol 
women and now oilers the 1989 editron ol Hie DAT ING. B

lop qualify silk screened assign!
Red and Black Colors on:
4'x 4'STICKER .......Slea or 5/S3
6*x 6" STICKER .......S2eo or 3/SS
T-Shlrts S M L XL S9ea or 2/S15 
AIDS FREE Photo ID Card $5.00
' MONEV8ACK 

GUABAHIEf
• M n OiCB- SS.OO'

K,

PACKAGE DEALI 
1 of all for $14.95 SendS4.95. 1 50 P/H

Mekker Brans Research
1I7W Harrison BldB 6lfi FI Oapl M-a66

Chicago, Illinois 60605

TERM PAPER
ASSISTANCE

^HOT LIN&&
SEND $2 FOR CATALOG

LISTING 16,278 RESEARCH PAPERS, or
CALL TOLL FREE 800-351 -0222

IN CALIFORNIA 1713] 477-8226 
Research Assistance. H3Z2 Idaho Ave «!06LE Us An gates. CA 90026

CALIFORNIA'S 
BEST T-SHIRTS
Great beach & surf designs plus
original shirts from businesses,
bars, ete.,lhat you'll only find in
The Original California T-Shirr Guide
CALL FOR A FREE I Q A A 01A A 1 A 1 
COLOR CATALOG I •OUU-OOO-4 1 41

r Make laminated Pfloto IDs on 
jny typewriter. All materials furnished 

foi S IDs.
Good In All Status end CnnaOn

- s FREE mmii CERtieic/ires -
IQuI

Rush C.P.P. Call |24 hrsi 1-904-396-1744
CARDINAL PUHI$HINO,DIPt.B37 
M71 Emtnon. Bbii200 • Jickiorivlllr,. Fl Jlj

EROTIC CARTOONS
#1 - GONAD THE BARBARIAN
#2 - OFFENDERS OF THE UNIVERSE
#3 - PANDORA, AN EROTIC TRILOGY
Each Cartoon is feature length, in stereo/hi fi. 
Only S 2895 each + S3°° shipping (you must be 21).
EXCALIBUR FILMS 1-800-BUY-MOVIES
3621 W. Commonwealth, Fullerton, CA 92633
FREE!! FULL COLOR CATALOG FREE!!

FeoMIng Sluggo's greatest Hits from SarurrJoy Night Live. 
Vol.1. "TheEorly Yenrs", Vol.2 1 "Mr. Bill Lookseack:'Both In 
clude never-Before-seen Tootaae By Mr. GUIS creator! Send 
SM.95 (plus S3 shpg.) tor one VHSIupe, specify Vol.1 or 2, 
or get both tor S29.95 (shpg. Incl.) Send check or money 
order payable to Dreamslle Productions to: 
_____Mr.Bill. P.O Box304,Hollywood,CA.90028

THE MORE YOU KNOW 
THE BETTER IT GETS
For A Motorcycle RiderCourse Near You, Call:

800-447-4700
MOTORCYCLE SAFETY FOUNDATION

Celebrate the late gianls ol Rock with our 
100% cotton, 3-color hand silk-screened tees 
and sweats. Adult sizes S-XL; White only. 
TEES: 10.00 + 2.00 S&H: SWEATS: 17.00 -<- 
2.50 S&H. Send check or money order to:
DEAD ROCK, 109 Manufacturing, Dallas, TX.
75207. Allow 3-4 weeks for delivery.
... ROCK 'N ROLL WILL LIVE FOREVER!

You haven't lived till you've Farkled. Know the 
game, know the rules. Send $3.95 plus $1.00 
S&HtoF.M. Games, HO. Box552. Wellington, 
Ks. 67152.

CASSETTE CATALOG-ALL CATEGO 
RIES. Over 7,000 titles. Cheapest prices any 
where! Send $1.00 for postage to: Music By 
Mail, FOB 090066-Dept. NL, Ft. Hamilton 
Station, Brooklyn, NY 11209-0002.

GROW LIGHTS
FACTORY DIRECT FROM 

PHILADELPHIA OR SAN FRANCISCO

FREE CATALOG
TOLL FREE 1-800-227-4567 EAST 
TOLL FREE 1-800-634-9999 WEST

APPLIED HYDROPONICS, INC.
208 ROUTE 13, BRISTOL, PA 19007 

3135 KERNER, SAN RAFAEL, CA 94901

WATER BALLOON SLINGSHOT
Launches water balloons 130 yards. Guaran 
teed. Send check or money order for $12 to 
C. X. BLASTER, P.O. Box 3843N, South Pasa 
dena, CA 91030.

GET PAID for mailing letters! $200.00 daily. 
Write: PAASE-NB1/ 161 Lincolnway, North 
Aurora, IL 60542.

S*nd CMCk tx Monty 
JOHN'CI-AKF, 
BOXlOOU 
AtNSWORTtlH.C

Small 
colleges 
can help 
you make

it big.
Just ask: Ronald Reagan, Presi 
dent of the United States, Eureka 
College, IL; Pierson Mapes, 
President, NBC Television Net 
work, Norwich University, VT; 
Robert Noyce, Vice Chairman of 
the Board, Intel Corporation 
and Microchip Inventor, Grin- 
nell College, 1A.; Red Johnson, 
President, Borg-Warner Corpo 
ration, Millikin University, IL.

A small college can help you 
make it big, too. 1b learn more 
about our small independent col 
leges, write for our iree booklet. 
Send your name and address to 
Council of Independent Colleges. 
Box 11513. Washington. D.C. 20008.

The Council ol Indfipendenl C

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



CLASSIFIED ADS
X-RATED MAGIC, DISGUSTING GAGS, 
HYPNOTISM, PYROTECHNICS, SMOKE. 
BIZARRE BOOKS: REVENGE, LOCKPICK- 
ING, NUDISM. FREE CATALOG! 349 EAST 
COOKERD.. COLUMBUS, OH 43214.

MAKE US LAUGH CONTEST, Send funni 
est, photos, $500 prize, will publish, $1 entry/ 
July 31st/FUNNYBONES INC., 396 Berkshire 
Dr., London, Canada, N6J-351.

FARTS! FARTS! FARTS!
The Original and Authentic Nasty Wet Sounds 
of the Bkiwhole! Real Party Pleaser. 30-rflin. 
cassette. $8.95. Roger, Box 883, Levittmvn, 
NY 11756

ASIAN WOMEN DESIRE ROMANCE!
Overseas, attractive Oriental ladies seek 
friendship, marriage. SUNSHINK INTERNA 
TIONAL CORRESPONDENCE, Dept. TZ-. 
Box 5500. Kailua Kona. HI 96745.

"I HAVE A BETTER GRADE POINT 
AVERAGE THAN DAN QUAYLE" High- 
quality T-shirt. Send $12.00 and size to: 
FLYING FISH, BOX 1315, Decatur, Georgia 
30031-1351.

AIDS A-WEAfl-KESS SHIRTS 
Introducing I he controversial Pronger
Ball"'' (alias the AIDS virus) quality 
shirts m four color print daled copyright
— colled, near or gift.

• T-slitni JB95 ) SI 75 poiligtfEa 
SiM s<if. S. M, L XL

Suit ccto- VL. Sit. GD, LT BL. PK, Ptscn, Ssa Misl 
• SwmitMs $13.95 1S2 » mstsflsiei

SIM IT S. M, L. XL Slale col- YL. SIL, GD, LT BL. PK, Poich.SBi M 
EWB ENTERPRISES, P.O. Boi n«, Wllkn-Birrt, PA 18703-1104

PARTY POTATOES..ARISE!

Animal! Proclaim youisoll a 
Paily Vaggio wilh Ihoso 3 colof 
lugh quflllty T'j in SIZOB S, M, 
L, A XI.. Oluo or while Also 
avAi]Qt}lo in BwauOriirls For
CDld pDtaldBB.

T'B -S12.SO SWEATS..$2000 
ADD SI.50 PSH. ALLOW 4-6 
WKS. DELIVERY. 
VISIONS BEYOND... Box MS) 
Navada Clly, CA 9S959

NEW CLASSIFIED RATES 
Want to reach 2,895,000 
hot prospects? Well, we've 
got them. Rates are just 
$4.00 per word, one time, 
twenty-word minimum, 
standard type. P.O. Box is 
two words; phone number, 
city,and state are one word 
each; and zip code is free. 
One column inch is $200, 
one time. Check must 
accompany order. Call or 
write: Howard (urofsky, 
National Lampoon, 
155 Avenuelof the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10013 
(212)645-5040

UNCOVER THE MYSTERY 
OF THE HUMAN BODY,

with _.

Nothing ll lulu from vl«wl

See through 
J "flesh, clothing 
"',;. and other 
j v opaque things!
^ Imagine having X- 
?v ray eyes and see- 
* ing through things. 
These wonder glasses 
have the amazing 

ability of producing a fantastic illusion. Just put 
hem on and be transported to a wondrous world 

of sensational fantasy! Imagine the fun you can 
Viave^ Pass them around to triands and watah ihe 
excitement! You will appear to see through things 
hat only powerful Xrays can penetratel

30-DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Send only $3.95 for one pair; $6.95 for two pairs. 
Add 95e for shipping and handling. 
Deer Creek Products, Inc., Dept. 0000 
3038 NW25th Ave., Pompano Beach, PL 33069

BULLETHEAD!
THE l-Srilrt worn by Gum 'n Rout and 
won on "Rot™ of (tw Htrdl"! Ytllow 
hnppj hit «llh bloody red bullithob on

.look.
10,-WinsiUSi, DepIN

f.O. Box 2782, Wotiibury, CT 06723

Phantom

HallaHallaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHaHa. 
Funny, strange stuff. NATIONAL PUBLIC 
HUMOR NEWSLETTER. Send $2.50 for 
free sample. NPHN-NL, P.O. Box 21, 
Cheshire. CT 06410.

Real Beef Scrotum
Fine Quality, liand-craftcd, 
all-purpose leather draw 
string pouch, constructed 
enlirely from Genuine
Beef Scrotum!
Makes an excellent and 
unique gift for the person 
who has (or needs) 
everything.

Act today. Supplies arc 
limited. The first 500 
customers will receive our 
booklet offering a variety 
of suggestions for possible 
uses for the pouch.

Satisfaction is guaranteed. If you are not 
completely delighted with the product for any 
reason, return it to us within 30 days of your 
purchase and we'll send you a prompt refund. 
No questions asked!!

The largest selection ol 
fireworks In Amerlcal
'ROCKETS
"MISSILES *M98S
-PLUS 1000S MORE ITEMS!

all of LOW DISCOUNT PRICES.

Get your FREE 1969 
color catalog todayl

CALL 800-777-1699
1-216-746-1064

MENTION CODE NL49 FOR FASTER SERVICE

OR SEND NAME AND ADDRESS TO:
PHANTOM FIREWORKS

P.O. BOX 66; DEPT NW9 
COLUMBIANA, OHIO 44406

WE CAN SHIP TO YOUR HOME OR OFFICE

RESEARCH PAPERS
HOTLINE

SEND$2 FOR CATALOG
OF 16,000 TOPICS OR CALL TOLL FREE

800-PRO-PAPER FOR INFORMATION
IN ILLINOIS CALL (312) 922-0300

uthor's noso.ntcli. Hm. SOO-L. 407 S. Ooiutiorn. ChiCiiijo. fL OOS05

Want big bucks? Fast and easy? 101 busi- 
•nesses / moncymaking enterprises you can start 
part time, at home, with little or no capital. 
$3.00. E. IJ'Aiuto, Box«:j8-N4, Ephrata, I'A

Address 
|City__ 
'State _

"I

[Phone (___). 
Please send me.

.Zip.

Mail to;
A.E.Miller
159 Rand Roat! I
SULIC 217ft '
Lake Zurich. IL 600471

. .„..„ „.._ .... ___ Genuine Beef Scrotum Pouches @ SI9.9S ' 
tach. Add S3.SO each for shipping and handling. Illinois residents 
W appropriate sales tan. Method of payment: Check ___ 
[\mnuntof purchased_____ MO ___ I 
Credit card Acct. »_______________ Visa ___ 
[ F.xp. Date _______ MC ___ I

9 Copyright 1989. A. E. Miller All rights reserved

l 11 !l*m Top quality silk screened deslgnl 
"**'" Red and Black Colors on:

4"x4 1 STICKER.......Slea or 5/$3
6 1 x6'STICKE[J.......S2ea or 3/$5
T-Shlrts S M L XL S9eo or 2/S15 
SEX THERAPIST Photo ID Card...$5
• 14 HOUR SHIPMENII T*f l/il^B ncil l"•MONEYBACK PACKAGE DEALI 

au«*Ni£Ei i of all lor $14,95
• 5S.SO -- ' '

! Cadillacs, Mercedes, Porsche, etc. direct 
1 from Government. Seized in drug raids.
Available your area. Save Sthousands$.
216-453-3000. Ext. A8194.
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SPECIAL JUST-AFTER-EASTER^ 
LISTINGS!!! / JOST AFTER

EASTER—AND THAT
MEANS IT'S

TIME FOR STERLING'S
ANNUAL EGG

HUNT!!!

You II make 
out like 
a bunny 
with our 
Exclusive 

Ascension Listings!

Rise up and get 
a sizzling-hot date!

Sterling Passaic, 
Executive Director^ 
Tri-State 
Total Singles 
Network

SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Consorting with the 
Persons Listed Below Could Be Injurious or Harmful to 
Your Health and Well-Being, Especially the Guy in the 
Second Column Who Says He's a Sensitive Straight White 
Male But Who's Actually a Mincing Faggot Who's Handled 
More Dirty Sausage Than Upton Sinclair. 

»»•«»»»*»»»»»»»•»••*•*»*»<

DON'T GET YOUR HOPES UP OR NOTH 
ING: Huge, beer-floppy slob seeks a raunchy, 
meaty woman to fuck when I get drunk. Box 
862B,

LET ME PROVE MY LOVE: I'd like to lick 
marmalade out of your butt-crack until your 
sphincter is sprained and weepy and then, 
the interior of your womanhood agape before 
me like a dozen rashers of bacon, I'd like to 
gnaw the chutneyed sweatfield of your inner 
thighs until they resound in an unrestrained 
orgy of pustulation and then, your crimson 
nipples aquiver atop the noble jelly-mounds 
of your breasts, I'd like the chew the gelati

nous mustardy moisture out of your bunion 
pads until my gums bleed. Or we could just 
go out to a movie if you want. Box 745V

MAN WITH A LOT ON HIS MIND seeks a 
woman with a lot in her trousers, a keister so 
massive and weak she can barely make it 
twitch even with all its underlying apple-mus 
cularity; I want a heinie that conveys 35-year- 
old worldliness and experience but exhibits 
the adroitly sculpted workmanship of a 
19-year-old one; I want pasty flesh tones 
and downy fat hairs and I want to bully the 
plush upholstery of your butt cheeks with my 
thumbs as I ditate the veal-trimmed furrow of 
your womanhood with my hot venous auger 
and enjoy Johnny Carson's first guest; and if 
you're lugging around this sort of tuchis I love 
you from here and I beg you to use it on me. 
Box329M.

MY CAR IS IN THE SHOP AND MY SHORTS 
SMELL LIKE GROUPER, but you'll never 
see a more joyous glow than the glow I glow 
when you purse your lips (as if with a draw 
string) and unfurl your knockers (as if with a 
venetian-blind cord) and tell me that you're 
mine all mine. I'm one boner jockey with rub 
ber sinuses and a prostate like a pony keg, 
and I happen to know that once you try geni 
tals parmigiana the way I make it, you'll never 
crave another. Box 547P.

DUMPY, STOOP-SHOULDERED, UGLY, 
UNEMPLOYED SWM seeks very hand

some, elegant couple in their late 30s to go to 
my 20th class reunion, the man as me and 
the woman as his adoring, sexually fulfilled 
wife, to show them all —Peggy Jo Edwards in 
particular—how very wrong they were. Gen 
erous remuneration. Box 430G.

GOATS, new and pre-owned. Penna. Dutch- 
bred, many govt. surplus, available immedi 
ately to qualified buyers. Send photo, phone. 
Box 734K.

SWM, Aquarius rising in the 9th house, moon 
over Jupiter's 18th quadrant, dominant 
solarus inverting, seeks a girl with a great set 
of knockers. Box 875R.

TOTAL HUNK, 26, 3 pet. body fat, 75 mln. 
aerobic work 6X wkly., free wts./Nautilus 3X 
wkly. and I practically need a jog bra to con 
tain my pecs, seeks consummate twinkie 
with compatible target heart rate, vapid from 
aerobic work, wears thru 5 prs, Reeboks per 
yr., 8 pet. or less body fat a must, sweats 
heavily but odorlessly in airtight unitard. Box 
427L.

27-YEAR-OLD GEORGETOWN LAW 
GRAD with imminent political career seeks 
wife to solidify his public image and bear his 
photogenic, loyal children, Your father must 
be an Exercycler with a heritage so white you 
have to wear a welder's mask to look directly 
at it, and your mother a spackle-snatched, 
jab-ribbed, skull-cheeked, wretched little 
sparrow on whom a mastectomy wouldn't 
show, so I can know that at 55, in the halcyon 
of my career, you will be as lucid and present 
able as your mother, politically correct, and 
not an embarrassment like Barbara is to 
George. Box319T.

PATTERN BALDNESS READER seeks cra 
nial headstreaks upon which to base a novel. 
Confidentiality assured. Box 673V.

I'M NOT A PERVERT, BUT IF THEY MADE 
BRAS FOR LYMPH NODES YOURS 
WOULD WEAR A D-CUP: Nothing brings me 
running faster than the smell of day-old 
blood, week-old diapers, or year-old dashed 
dreams and the neglected orifice that I know 
accompanies them. Come tug away my 
pubic toupee and discover the real, real me. 
Box 320C.

THERE ONCE WAS A FEMALE, attrac 
tive, 23,

Slender and sensual, and guess what? 
She's me!

If you're rich and you'd like
To sniff at my Nike,
Send photo and letter to Box 416B.

HEY, PERSONAL PEOPLE! WANNA 
GET SO CHUBBY YOU'LL HAVE TO 
WEAR A CUMMERBUND ON THE 
BEACH THIS SUMMER? GIVE STER 
LING'S ORIGINAL BUTTER-SWEAT 
ING CORN MUFFINS A TRY To warrant 
a photostat of this fabled recipe, simply 
send a picture of a woman you've 
known, a car you've driven, or a kittycat 
you've petted. Address to: Passaic 
Magisters, 155 Avenue of the Americas, 
10th Floor, New York, N.Y 10013.
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